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Flying High 


Chapter | 


Kirk suspiciously eyed the small pile of powder on one of the silvery trays of their luxurious hotel's suite. 


He sniffed then frowned. 
"You sure this stuff really is of good quality, Lars?" 


"Totally! Pretty sure", Lars answered while he busied himself by cutting up the powder to lay out a row of 
lines. 


He didn't look at Kirk. 
"But it looks somewhat yellowish’, Kirk insisted. "Don't you see that? Yellowish! .. You sure it's clean stuff?" 
"Dude, couldn't you just fucking trust me?" 


Lars groaned, lifting his head to stare at Kirk, who stood in front of the living room's table of their suite, in 
disgust. 


Kirk just wore one of his skin-tight black leather pants, the buttons on the front of the waistband already 
opened. No underwear. His feet were bare, and he had put off his t-shirt. 
The famous, tattooed flames licked from underneath his pants up to his hipbores. 


The time was nearly four o'clock in the morning. Kirk and Lars had visited some clubs in London before 
dragging their asses back to the hotel. 
The band had two days off before hitting the stage in Paris, so Lars had decided to have some fun in the 


interim. 


Kirk scratched his head with the still pretty short dark locks. 
His dreadlocks hadn't last very long because he couldn't stand the jokes and slippery barbed remarks about his 
hairdo any longer. 


Also, the beauty care of the dreadlocks slowly got him mad. 
So they had to go. 


James nearly fell off his chair in shock as he saw Kirk's shaved head then he laughed so hard that tears ran 
down his cheeks and he nearly pissed himself in 
Kirk had stared daggers at him, but James couldn't stop giggling and laughing his ass off. 


Jason, who sat on the chair next to James’, also looking at Kirk, hadn't moved a muscle in his face because he 


completely was in control of his composure. He didn't even blink 


"Wanna join the army, Kirk?" he just dryly asked, eyeing Kirk up and down. "I think they'll let you in without 


asking too much questions. They are used to freaks, and they need every personal they could drag in’. 


"Asshole!" Kirk had hissed at him. "Fuck youl Your hairdo looks like shit, too!" 


Now, he crinkled his nose, still gazing at the lines on the tray. 
"This stuff might be poisoned ... Just look at that yellowish shade! I'm pretty sure it's poisoned". 


"Fuck you! Stop this complaining!" Lars furiously hissed at him. "The coke is of best quality, believe me ... Keith 
Richards has given it to me as a gift and he said he never had got better stuff, and the guy is a well-known 


connoisseur .. The slightly yellow colour doesn't matter in any way - there are some spices mixed up with the 
coke, that's all". 

Kirk shrugged. 

"Well, if you say so. But may | remind you of the both ecstasy pills you've taken just two or three hours ago? 
„ Maybe, you shouldn't do any coke now." 

"These fucking pills completely have been without the slightest touch of a stimulating effect on my brain". 
Kirk just grinned. 

"How can you tell a clean and over-stimulated nonstop-talking drummer from a drugged and over-stimulated 


nonstop-talking drummer?" 


"Fuck off!" Lars sneered. "If you don't want anything of the stuff I'll have it all to myself. Fine! | can do without 
you". 


"Who has said | didn't want it?" Kirk asked, and shoved his hands into the front pockets of his leather pants. 


He balanced on his tiptoes, giving Lars a mocking smile. 


The hard-on beneath the black leather of his very tight pants was easily to be seen 
Lars swallowed hard, staring at the silhouette of Kirk's erect penis. 


"Oh! .. Ok.. okay! .. Fine!" he hoarsely said, "We'll do some coke and then I'll fuck your brains out". 


Kirk wanted to get to his bathroom to take a leak first and told Lars he would be back in no time. 


Lars grimaced as he stared at Kirk's leather-covered ass and those narrow hips as Kirk walked into his 


bedroom, heading for the bathroom. 


Fuck! 
The guy was sex on two legs! 


But Lars exactly knew that the combination of the words "Kirk-in-bathroom-and-back-in-no-time" was a 


paradoxical, and always would stay a paradoxical. 


Kirk mostly got lost in his bathroom because the time inside the room seemed to slow down to a minimum all 


of a sudden when he closed the door, and sped up at the same moment outside the room to everybody who 


stood there waiting for Kirk to come back. 


The dilemma of this breaking of time into two by creating different time dimensions hadn't been solved by the 
best mathematicians and physicists all over the world, yet. 

But the most favoured theory was that there had to be some still unknown masses of quantum particles 
which might have such an unbelievable amount of power to break the third theorem of thermodynamics into 


pieces. 


The scientists feverishly tried to find a new theory of quantum physics by solving the so-called "Kirk's 


Paradoxical’, because such a new theory would be worth a Nobel's prize. 


Kirk just wasn't able to leave his bathroom without a look in the mirror - and his look in the mirror always 
made him stop dead because he had to take care of his hair and his make-up, or his teeth, the black varnish 
of his fingernails, to get shaved again, and after that he had to take care of his sensitive skin by using all the 


tinctures and lotions he had in his overly dimensioned vanity case. 


This vanity case was a continuous pain in James' ass. 


He just hated the thing and planned to throw it off a plane at the very first moment Kirk would have left the 
fucker unprotected. 
He continuously stated that the size of Kirk's vanity case was abnormal, and couldn't be tolerated as a vanity 


case of a grown man with some brain inside his head - eccentric rock star or not. 


And he added that his blood pressure couldn't stand any longer the unavoidable shame he had to suffer from 
during all of Metallica's check-ins at airports and hotels, because of those wide-eyed gazes of stunned disbelief 


of the personal at said locations. 


Kirk used to look at James with blank eyes without giving a sound until James had said everything he wanted 
to say and got exhausted. 


Then, he usually managed to bring up tears, his dark eyes full of hurt, and said - with his voice slightly 
trembling - things like: "But, James, | just want to look good on stage because the lead guitarist of a band 
always HAS to look good to make the fans love the band ... Well, you look good, too, in a certain way, but 
nobody is interested in the good looks of the singer. He just is supposed to sing without falling off the stage 


because he's drunk about his ass!" 


"| never ever have been fallen off the stage, fucker!" James used to yell at Kirk "You must be mad! .. Or your 
brain might be suffering from a constant intoxication because of your abuse of black eye shadow and fucking 


eyeliner! .. Fuck off, and go to hell with your fucking vanity case!" 


So, Lars rolled his eyes as he heard the closing of Kirk's bathroom door. 
This could take an eternity! 


He decided that he didn't want to wait until Kirk was back. He grabbed the one-hundred-pound note what laid 
beside the tray, quickly rolled it up and then bent down to suck up a line into his nose. 
He did another line, and then he felt the drug hit his brain with full force. 


He sank back into the soft cushions of the couch, eyes closed, smiling. 


In the interim Kirk had got it that he couldn't piss with a hard-on of best quality. 
So, he had to solve the problem by jerking himself off while he was sitting on the tiles of the bathroom's 
floor, his back leant against the bath tube and his head laid to the nape of his neck. 


After his - very satisfying - orgasm he had to rest for some minutes, and then he got up off the floor to 
clean up and to take his leak. 


He felt so good. 


He zipped up and turned around to wash his hands. 
While he did that his gaze wandered to the mirror to check his face. 


‘Oh, my god!" he groaned in disgust. "I'm looking like shit! .. Why didn't Lars say a word about the smudges of 


eyeliner on my lower lids? Fucker! ‘ll kill him!" 


He sighed and opened his vanity case to get all the things he insisted to need to make up his face. 
He had to remove the black eye shadow, the eyeliner and the mascara first, before he could do his eyes again 


After having finished cleaning up his face he stared at his mirror image, hesitating. 
Why should he get done his eyes again? 
Lars had been SO MEAN to not telling him about his smudged eyeliner. So, if Lars wanted some eyeliner with 


his coke, he had to do his own eyes. 


Kirk briefly brushed his dark locks then he opened the door and left the bathroom. 


He entered the living room, and at the very same moment Lars jumped at him to bring him down onto the 
floor on his stomach. 

Kirk shrieked and tried to get rid of the drummer, struggling against the weight on his back and the steely 
grip of Lars' fingers around his shoulders. 


"Don't move!" Lars hissed. "And keep your head down." 


Kirk groaned, trying to threw off Lars of his body but didn't succeed. 
"Get the fuck off me, fucker", he furiously hissed back. "Are you out of your fucking mind, or what?" 


"No, no, no!" Lars hastily said with his voice low. "| haven't lost my mindl.. But | had to bring you down becouse 


all those snipers on the roofs are in wait to shoot us .." 
Kirk laid on the floor, motionless for a while, not sure if HE, maybe, had lost his mind. 
"Sorry?" he finally asked, trying to lift his head. 


"DON'T MOVE!" Lars hissed again. "They wanna get us to be dead meat! I've seen them". 


Kirk gave a moan and pressed his forehead to the floor, eyes closed He heard Lars’ fast breath. 


"How many lines have you done, Lars?" he finally managed to ask, trying to hide his disgust. 


"Lines? What lines?" Lars was still pinning him to the floor. "Oh?..What? Lines? .. Yeah! .. Yeah! Ah, these lines. 
Yes. |.. | did two .. Or three? .. No, I'm sure | just did two of them .. Good stuff, really good stuff, by the 
way". 

"Really good", Kirk sighed. "Well, would you please be so nice to let me get up off the floor, so | can do a line, 
too?" 


Lars thought hard about this, sucking at his lower lip. 
"kay", he whispered. "But keep your head low. And we have to get these curtains closed." 


Again, he was silent for a moment. 
Then, he added, his voice slightly trembling: "I hope that they don't have these guns with infrared visors 
because then they easily could shoot us with the curtains closed up, too, just by catching up our body 


temperature." 


Kirk groaned - desperately. 


He tried to stay calm. 
And he failed. 


"LARS! SHUT THE FUCK UPI" he yelled, shaking Lars off his body. 


The Danish drummer shrieked and tried to cover up his head with his arms while he remained laying flat on 


the floor. 
"Lars! Please come downl!" 


Kirk came up onto his knees, rubbing his aching left shoulder. Then, he got on his feet and quickly crossed the 
room to close the thick damask curtains. Their colour of a rich, deep gold perfectly matched the elitist interior 


of the suite. 
Kirk glared at the still trembling drummer on the floor. 


"Come on", he said in a softer tone. "You are just hallucinating, baby. You really shouldn't have done the fucking 
coke. And you must be tired. So, | think you should go to bed now to get some sleep, okay? Come on, I'll bring 
you to." 


"Uuuuhhh .." Lars wailed, still covering up his head. "Noooo! No! .. There's a killer inside my bedroom! I've heard 


his breath. I've heard him! .. Uuuuhhh! .. DON'T OPEN THAT DOOR! .. HE WILL KILL YOU!" 
"Oh, fucking shut up!" 


Kirk gave another groan and rolled his eyes. 
He lost his patience. 


"That's enough, now! You'll go to bed. IMMEDIATELY" 


He went over to the door of Lars’ bedroom and opened it. 
At the very same moment Lars gave a shrill shout, was on his feet in the blink of an eye and headed for the 
main door of the suite. 


It was clear that he wanted to get his ass away from all those killers. 


He ripped open the door - and froze in panic, green eyes wide in his pale face. 


Then he gave another shrill shout and slammed the door shut again. 


He hastily pressed his body to the wall next to the door, palms flatly laid to the wall. 


Sweat ran over his face and he panted. 


"What is it now?" Kirk asked, sighing. 


"Haven't you seen him?" Lars hoarsely whispered. 
"Seen who?" 


"The Ninja! All in black!" Lars croaked. His teeth chattered with fear. "He .. he .. has a samurai's sword. I've 
seen it. He'll kill us". 


“Aaawww, Larsie, PLEASE!" Kirk deeply sighed. "Come on, now! You are hallucinating. There are no snipers or 
killers or ninjas, or whatever. You shouldn't have done this fucking coke. It doesn't look good, really! ... Yellowish! 
Fucking spices inside! HAH! The fuck is poisoned" 


He went over to Lars to grab his arm. 


But he wasn't fast enough. 
He just felt the draft when Lars stormed to the doors to the balcony of the suite all of a sudden. 
Lars ripped open the curtains and then one of the glass doors. 


Then he had entered the wide balcony. 


Kirk tried to catch him and failed. 
He hurried over to the balcony, too, and then froze. 


His heartbeat nearly stopped. 


Lars had entered the balcony's balustrade and already was on the outside. 
His feet tried to get a hold, while Lars whimpered in fear and panic. 


"Lars!" Kirk tried to stay calm. "Come back inside! PLEASE! .. This is the eleventh floor! You can't climb off the 
balcony, baby’. 


"Uuuuhhhh .. | have to .. | have to .." Lars wailed "They'll kill us! Ooohhh, my god! YOU wanna kill me, too" 
"No, Larsie - please!" 

Kirk made a step in the direction of the balcony's balustrade. 

Lars gave a shrill shout, and then he lost his balance. 

His fingers still were cramped around the edge of the balustrade but the rest of his body helplessly dangled 


without hold. 


Eleven floors above the street. 
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niLAAARS! ... Don't move! Don't let go! .. OH, MY GOD!" 


Kirk desperately tried to grip Lars' arms, half hanging over the balustrade. 
But Lars had put off his shirt, too, after he and Kirk had been back from the clubs, so his upper body and 


arms were naked. 


Kirk wasn't able to get a firm grip because his fingers slipped off Lars’ naked skin over and over again. 
He cried in panic, and so did Lars who, finally, had realized that he could fall down and hit the ground every 


moment now. 
„Kiirrkk! .. KIRK!" 


He shrilly cried out again, his green eyes wide open in shock, pupils dilated to a maximum because of the 


cocaine he had consumed. 
„Help me! HEEELP MEEE! ... I'm falling .. 'm gonna die!" 
He hysterically kicked with his legs and struggled and cried for help, so Kirk couldn't get a proper hold of him. 


He was completely stunned because of his fear that Lars couldn't hold on to the edge of the balustrade any 
longer. 
Out off the corners of his eyes he perceived a flashing movement in his peripheral vision but didn't care or 


think about it. 


„LARS, FUCK .. DON'T MOVE!" he yelled to make Lars stop kicking around. 


He nearly lost his balance by bending over the balustrade and trying again to get Lars' upper arms. 


With a shout of panic he let go of Lars' arms and managed to get back on the balcony's floor, and fell to his 
feet. 
His legs shook. 


Lars cried and cried - horrified and completely out of his mind, now. 


All of a sudden Kirk roughly got pushed aside and nearly fell down. 


The next moment James hung over the balustrade, reached down and got caught Lars by grabbing him at the 
back of the waistband and the belt of his jeans. 

At the same time Jason stood behind James and held him to give support, his fingers digging hard into James' 
hips while he pinned him to the balustrade with his own body to steady him. 


James had got Lars firmly now and dragged him upwards just with his right arm. The hard muscles in his arm 
were strained up to their maximum. 


He gritted his teeth. 


The very same moment James had got hold on his pants Lars’ fingers slipped off the balustrade because of 
his exhaustion. 


He gave a yelp and struggled to grab the edge of the balustrade again, but he failed. 


His struggling and kicking, also his disarticulated cries of a growing madness made it hard to hold and control 
him. 


But finally, James pulled him up and mercilessly dragged him over the balustrade onto the balcony then let go 
of him. 


Lars fell to the floor, sobbing and panting heavily. 
James breathed hard, too, also Jason who had laid his hands to the balustrade, his head lowered. 
„Oh, my god .. Oh, my god", Kirk moaned. 


„God, I've thought he will fall down every moment .. And | couldn't do anything against it .. Oh, thanks! .. Thank 


you so much" 


James turned his head and looked at him, his blue eyes taking in Kirk's pale face and wide opened dark eyes, 
but also the fact that Kirk was half naked, just wearing his black leather pants without having closed the front 
waistband buttons, and with the zipper slightly open, too. 


Then, he looked down at Lars who tried to get off the floor, his body still shaking all over. 


The belt of Lars’ black jeans was open and the ends hung loosely down, the buttons on the waistband were 
open, too, and the zipper half down. 


James narrowed his eyes then he bend and grabbed Lars' arm with a steely grip, dragging him to his feet. 


He still hadn't said a word. 
He just stared at Lars. 


Saw the drug induced dilated pupils. 


Saw Lars’ also smudged eyeliner. 

All of a sudden - without a warning - he backhanded Lars across his face, hard. 

Lars cried out in shock and pain and tried to shake off James’ hand. 

James slapped him again and then a third time. 

Lars lost his balance but James still held him. 

He turned around, mercilessly dragging the drummer behind him inside the suite then to the bathroom. 


Lars cried out loud and struggled but had no chance because James was too strong. 


He was pushed inside the shower cubicle and fell down to the tiles. 


At the next moment he gave a shrill shout because James had turned on the icy cold water. 


„No, no, nol .. Please, James! Please don't do this to me .. Ooohh", Lars cried and tried to get out. 


His body shook 

But James held him down with his hand clutched around Lars’ shoulder. 

Jason, who now had entered the bathroom and saw the scene, softly touched James! arm 

iLet him go, James", he quietly said. He's done" 

James breathed in deeply. He slightly turned his head to look at Jason out of the corners of his eyes. 

Then he bent, turned off the water and got Lars out of the shower, holding him firm, so he couldn't fall down 
Lars trembled and sobbed, whimpering, 

His lips were white, and the water from his completely soaked hair ran down his body. 


His pants were soaked, too. 


James looked at Kirk who stood there in shock, hands over his mouth. 


„Dry him up", he hoarsely said. „Then he has to lay down." 


Kirk helped Lars to lie down on his bed and pulled the blankets up to Lars’ neck. 
He had dried Lars' hair with a hair-dryer and had wrapped him up in one of the hotel's bathroom robes to get 
him warm. 


Lars was still shivering. 


James had laid his right lower arm to the frame of the bedroom's door and stood there with his forehead 
leant against his arm. 


He seemed to be completely exhausted, too. 


Jason stood close to him. His hand softly stroked the naked skin of James’ back, and he whispered to James, 
his tone soothing. 


James wore his jeans, too, belt lose. 
There hadn't been time to fasten it. 


Jason's feet were bare - like James‘ - and he just wore boxer shorts. 


„Come on, James", he finally said in a low tone. „You have to sit down, Please! .. Otherwise you'll collapse every 


minute now because you're completely exhausted ... Okay?" 
„He hit Lars", Kirk furiously yelled. „This was AWFUL! How could he have done such a thing?" 
„HUT UPI!" Jason shot back, looking at Kirk in rage. 


"You both fuckers are always making trouble. You nearly killed yourselves AGAIN! .. What did you do this time? 
Coke? Speedballs? Shooting up? Or had some hits? ... Come on, tell me". 


Kirk stared at him in shock then hung his head and groaned. 
"| just did some ecstasy - and alcohol, of course", he quietly said, sighing. "But Lars had a lot of cocktails, and 
ecstasy, and when we came back to the suite he did some coke .. Then he started to hallucinate and went 


mad". 


"Ooohh, fuck!" 
Jason briefly closed his eyes. 
Finally, he took James' arm and pulled him over to an armchair in the living room. 


James fell down on it and laid his head to the nape of his neck. Jason sat down on the armrest. 


Now he saw the tray on the table, and the lines of coke on it. 


He stared at it for a while, frowning and his eyes slightly narrowed, bent over and got a very small amount of 


the stuff on the tip of his right pinkie after he had wetted the fingertips with his tongue. 
He stared at the powder for a while then he tasted the stuff with the tip of his tongue. 
He gave a hiss. 

James sat up and looked at Jason wide-eyed. 

"What is it, Jase?" 


Jason wiped off the rest of the drug with a cushion from the armchair next to James’. 


He turned his head to look at James. 

James’ hand laid on Jason's naked thigh and his fingers now dug hard into the soft skin of the inner side. 

"This fucking coke is spiced up", Jason said, deeply disgusted. "Never buy such a shit because you'll never know 
with what the fucker has mixed it up. Those people don't care a fuck about the lives of the guys they sell the 


stuff, they just want to rob their money, so it doesn't matter if there is just some cinnamon in it - or a 


mixture of poisonous herbs with some pulverized sulphur." 


A shrill shout from inside the bedroom brought both him and James to their feet in the blink of an eye. 


The there was another cry. 
KIRK! 


James and Jason hurried over to the bed where Kirk still sat on the edge beside Lars, his dark eyes wide in 
shock while his was shaking uncontrollably. 


"Kirk, what is it?" Jason urgently asked. "COME ON, what's up?" 
Kirk desperately tugged at his hair and looked down at Lars who laid there motionless. 


"He ... he stopped breathing!" he cried in panic while tears ran down his cheeks. "He lost consciousness .. AND 


NOW HE DOESN'T BREATH ANY LONGER!" 
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Jason wordlessly grabbed Kirk's arm, pulled his still hysterically crying band mate off the bed in frenzy and 
shoved him away. 


Kirk stumbled to the side and nearly fell down but Jason didn't care. 


In the meantime James had ripped off the blankets from Lars’ limp body and threw them to the floor. 
With Jason's help he rolled Lars to his back and tried to palpate the carotis- pulse on Lars’ neck. 


On the left side of the neck. 
On the right side of the neck. 


Then he desperately laid his hand on Lars’ left thorax side to feel if there was a heartbeat inside. 
Nothing. 

Lars‘ eyes weren't completely closed, their look frozen without a sign of life inside, unfocussed and dead. 
„Fucking shit!" James hissed. „it's a Cardiac arrest". 

Kirk howled in pain, tugging at his hair. 


"No, no, no, no, NO! .. NO! Not Lars! ... Noooo!" 


James and Jason didn't even look at him but quickly lifted the limp body off the bed and laid him down on the 
floor. James got lose the belt of the white bathrobe and opened the robe. The body beneath the robe was 
naked. 


James changed his position and knelt down on Lars’ left side and then brought down his fist hard to Lars' 
thorax. 

In the interim Jason already had bent back the lifeless man's head to the nape of his neck then opened the 
mouth with his fingers. 


He bent down and pressed his lips on Lars’ then started to give a mouth-to-mouth artificial respiration, 


squeezing shut Lars' nose with the fingers of one hand, and firmly holding his jaw with the other one. 


James now had his hands on Lars' chest and watched Jason. When Jason had breathed into Lars’ lungs for 
three times James started the cardiac massage. 


The ugly cracking sound of a fracturing rib made him curse but he didn't stop the massage. 


Kirk stared at them without giving a sound. 
He was frozen in fear and shock. 
At first no one looked at him because James and Jason were too busy with their reanimation activities. They 


worked in perfect harmony. 
Silently. 


Another rib broke with a cracking sound. 
James just gave a hiss. 
He had his hands laid flat onto Lars’ thorax but he had to massage with a certain pressure to get a sufficient 


effect. 


He went on with his rhythmically heart massage and then lifted his head to gaze at Kirk, his eyes like sharp 
blue daggers. 


„What are you waiting for, fucker? Call the front desk, you idiot! .. We need an emergency doctor and 
paramedics. NOW!" he hissed at him. "COME ON! MOVE YOUR ASS!" 


Kirk jumped and gave a yelp of panic. But he managed to get to the phone on the nightstand to call the hotel's 
front desk, fingers shaking. 


„Oh, please help us", he cried into the phone. „We .. we have an emergency! .. What? .. No, it's not .. My god, 
call an emergency doc .. Mr. Ulrich got a cardiac arrest ... and .. and .. PLEASE ..!" 


His sobs made it impossible for him to give any more coherent information to the guy on the other end of the 
line. 

He pressed his fist to his mouth to stop his sobbing while he listened to the answers of front desk personal. 
Finally, he nodded in frenzy and croaked: „Thank you! .. Yes, yes .. Mr. Hetfield and Mr. Newsted are busy to 
reanimate him .. Okay, thanks .. Yes, okay". 


He broke the connection and looked at James. Tears ran down his cheeks and his eyes were red from weeping. 
„An emergency ambulance is on the way", he hoarsely said. „The guy said that the next hospital isn't far from 


here, so ..." 


James cut him off without mercy. 


„Good". 


He turned his head then touched Jason's shoulder to stop the artificial respiration. 

Jason lifted his head and breathed in and out deeply to calm down. 

Sweat was on his forehead. 

He palpated for the carotis pulse on Lars’ neck, and James did the same on Lars’ wrists then on his chest to 


check if there was a heartbeat. 
Then Jason gazed at James and shook his head, his blue eyes wide and full of fear and pain 
James desperately groaned and bit his lower lip. 


„Nothing! ... I've nothing, too", he hoarsely said. "Go on, Jase! We can't lose him .. And we WON'T lose him’. 


It seemed to be an eternity but the emergency ambulance with three paramedics and an emergency physician 
arrived just some minutes later. 
They knelt down, immediately opening their emergency kits, and one of the paramedics took over the cardiac 


massage from James, another one the artificial respiration from Jason, now using a breathing bag. 

In no time the doctor had punctured a vain at the back of Lars’ right hand, got a cannula inside and got it 
fixed then he took some blood samples. 

One of the paramedics had got ready 500 millilitres of Ringer's mixture for the venous infusion and the doctor 
connected the IV tube with the cannula. 


They already had put electrodes for EKG on Lars' chest, and a finger clip on his left forefinger for the oxygen 


control. 
The doctor looked at the EKG monitor. No spontaneous heart action was to be seen 


ulntracardiac adrenaline injection!" the doctor said, and while the paramedic busied himself to prepare the 


syringe with the adrenaline, the doctor looked at James and asked: "What happened?" 
Kirk opened his mouth to answer but James didn't let him say a word. 


„Drug induced cardiac arrest", he quickly answered. „By cocaine and ecstasy. And alcohol .. He did the coke, well, 


estimated an hour and half ago, and he got hallucinations and went mad. He wanted to climb down the balcony 


and nearly fell down, but we pulled him up in time". 
„How much cocaine has he done? And how many ecstasy pills?" 
James helplessly lifted his hands. «This | don't know exactly .." 


«Two ecstasy pills, as far as I've got it, and two lines of that fucking poisoned coke he got from another rock 
star, who has to pay for this, | swear", Kirk furiously hissed. 


The emergency doctor coolly eyed him up and down. 
"If this certain rock star still will be alive when you get his ass to let him pay for fucking up Metallica's 
drummer", he said. 


Jason had to get Kirk to the living room because he noticed that Kirk would have collapsed every second now. 
He dragged him with him, firmly gripping Kirk's arm. 

Kirk tried to free himself and struggled but Jason didn't let go. 

In the living room he pushed Kirk onto the couch. 

Immediately, Kirk tried to get up to his feet again, but Jason roughly made him sit down once more. 


"Let me go back in there!" Kirk desperately cried. "He's dying! | have to be .." 
"He's already dead", Jason said, his tone flat and without emotion 


"NO!" Kirk slammed his fists down on Jason's chest. "No, no, no, no! .. You are cruel, and you're a monster if 


you say such things!" 


"Yeah. Maybe", Jason quietly said while he quickly closed his fingers around Kirk's wrists to make him stop 
hitting him. 


He was exhausted and sad. 


And tired. 


But then he lifted his head because quick footsteps were to be heard, just in time to look at the hotel 
manager who had entered the suite, his security chief with him, also two police officers of Scotland Yard. One 
of the bands bodyguards followed them, looking shocked and still sleepy because he had slept until his 


colleagues had woke him up and informed him about what was going on. 


"Oh, fuck", Jason murmured. 


Inside the bedroom James knelt on the floor beside Lars' body to support the doctor and the paramedics as 
good as he could do this. 
The doctor had punctured the skin beneath Lars' sternum with the long needle of the syringe with the 


adrenaline shot. 

Without hesitating he quickly pushed the needle into the left side of Lars’ thorax, aiming at the heart. 

When he was deep enough he draw blood into the syringe to control the correct position of the needle then he 
did the shot. 

He pulled out the needle, put the syringe away and gave a nod to the paramedic who had charged the 
defibrillator. 

The man handed the electro shock paddles over to him and the doctor got them onto Lars’ chest. 

"Hands off him", he ordered then he pressed the buttons. 


The heavy electro shock hit the lifeless body, causing a massive cramp of the muscles. 


Then he laid motionless again, exactly as he had been before he got shocked, 


Everybody stared at the EKG monitor. 
No heartbeat. 


"Once again’, the doctor quietly said. "Get some oxygen inside him first, Rick” 


The paramedic who had covered up Lars’ mouth and nose with the mask of the breathing bag again, gave a 
nod and sped the artificial respiration while the defibrillator got charged again. 


The doctor pressed the paddles down on Lars’ chest. 
"Hands of fl" 


He pressed the buttons. 
Again, the massive electro shock made the body tense up and cramp. 


The "beep-beep-beep" of the EKG monitor made all of them jump in shock, too. 
Because none of them ever had really thought about getting started up this heart again. 


‘Oh, my god", James whispered, staring at the EKG and the scales of the heartbeat's rate and the slowly 


rebuilding blood pressure on the monitor. 


‘Oh, my god! ... Lars! „Lars ..." 


He carefully touched Lars' arm with his fingertips. 
The skin didn't feel cold as he had thought it would be - on the contrary, the temperature seemed to be 


higher than usual. 


James looked at the doctor and the paramedics which were busy to stabilize their patient's state. 


"You've brought him back", he whispered, tears in his eyes. 
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NO BLOW 


Blow is running out 
Well, no need to cry 
Just lay down to die 
The demons are in wait 


To take your soul 


There is no line for you 
The last line is long gone 
You're sweating blood 

Until you will run dry 

Now: you may start to cry! 


Kirk nearly wasn't able to tell the Scotland-Yard police officers what had happened. 


Tears ran down his cheeks and chin without stopping. He tried to wipe them off with his hands but failed. 


Jason finally went to the bathroom and returned with a handful of tissues. 


Kirk took them and smiled weakly at Jason. 


"Thank you, Jase .. You are so nice". 


"s okay", Jason softly answered, sitting down on the couch beside Kirk. 


He patted Kirk's naked back while the guitarist repeatedly blew his nose and wiped off his tears. 


His eyes were red from weeping. 


"Mr. Hammett, we really would need some information now to carry out our investigations, as I've said’, one of 


the police officer said in a quiet tone. "Do you think you can come up with some facts?" 


Kirk swallowed and cleared his throat. 


"Ill try", he whispered 

"Fine", the officer said, smiling at Kirk. "Now, where does this drug come from? What kind of drug is it?" 
He pointed at the lines on the silver tray. 

"It is ... it is cocaine", Kirk hoarsely whispered. "Well, Lars said so. l'm not sure .." 

"You haven't snorted some of the stuff yourself?" 


Kirk shook his head. 
"No, no .. No! .. And | tried to stop Lars, too, because the cocaine isn't pure, and he had those two ecstasy pills 
just two hours before he did the coke. But .. but didn't want to listen to me." 


He gave a desperate groan then had to wipe off tears again. 


"I had been in my bathroom for some minutes, and when | came back to the suite's living room, Lars was 
totally freaked out. Oh, my god’, he whimpered. "He .. he thought there would be snipers on the roofs of other 
buildings with guns and infrared visors and shit like this, aiming at him, and he had a lot of more hallucinations, 
too .. He saw a ninja in the hallway as he tried to flee from the suite. This made him running up to the 
balcony and climbing over the balustrade because he still wanted to flee .. He thought the ninja wanted to kill 
him with a samurai's sword ..But .. but .Oh, my god". 


He wasn't able to go on because he got another crying fit. 
Jason laid his arm around Kirk's shoulders and softly patted his arm. 


"Mr. Ulrich hadn't realized that the suite's balcony is on the eleventh floor of the hotel’, he said. "He had lost 
his balance and would have been fallen down sooner or later ... | think he was pretty short from falling down 


and hitting the street below us." 

"Sounds bad", the officer murmured. 

"Yeah, exactly", Jason answered and nodded. "Mr. Hammett couldn't pull him up to the balcony without help but 
Mr. Hetfield and | heard their cries - we are sharing the suite next to this one - and we hurried over to help 


~ We always have second key cards to the suites or rooms of our band mates, just in case, so .." 


"I see", the officer said "And you pulled Mr. Ulrich back to the balcony?" 


"Mr. Hetfield did that." 


There was a short silence then Kirk moaned: "And then he hit him and dragged him to the shower and opened 


up the cold water." 


He shuddered and lowered his head, not able to look at Jason. 


"Sorry, Jase", he whispered. "I had to tell them". 


"The cold shower had been a very good idea’, the emergency doctor yelled from the other room. "Because the 


patient's body temperature is 4,5 ° Celsius .. He's suffering of hyperthermia" 


The doctor looked at one of his paramedics. 


"I need an ampoule of Dantrolene, Harry .. And do we have some cooled Ringer's mixture in our kits?" 


“There are 500 millilitres of Glucose 5 %, doc", the other paramedic replied while he pulled out the cooled 
bottle of the cooler bag. 


"Okay, great. Give it to him. We must cool him down". 

The doctor took the syringe with the Dantrolene and started to inject. He wanted to bring down Lars’ body 
temperature. 

The drug induced hyperthermia easily could kill the patient. 

James still knelt beside them and watched them. 

He was exhausted. 


Very exhausted. 


Lars had got an intubation in the interim and still got artificial respiration by the breathing back. His 


heartbeats came very irregularly. 


"Okay", the doctor finally said after having finished the injection "I think we can risk transportation .. Are you 
ready?" 


"Yes. Harry, bring in the transportation stretcher". 


Some minute later they had Lars laid onto the stretcher, putting the monitors and the infusion's system on 


his legs while Harry went on with the artificial respiration. 


Kirk sprang to his feet as he realized that they wanted to take Lars with them. But Jason quickly caught him 
by the arm to hold him back 


"Not now, Kirk! Stay where you are!" 


Kirk tried to get free but failed He howled in frustration. 


"Let me go, asshole", he cried, staring fiercely at Jason. "| wanna be with Lars and you can't .." 
"Shut up", Jason calmy said without looking at Kirk. 
He held Kirk until the doctor and the paramedics had left, taking their unconscious patient with them. 


The police officers had informed the doctor that they already had given the cocaine to the police laboratory to 
get a proper chemical analysis of the stuff. 


James slowly dragged himself into the suite's living room. He fell down on one of the armchairs and covered 


his face with his hands, rubbing it. 
Jason roughly pushed Kirk back onto the couch and walked over to James. 
He sat down on the armrest of the armchair and laid his hand on James’ naked back. 


Then he bent down, asking in a low tone: "You okay, James?" 


James gave a moan then breathed in and out deeply and lifted his head to look at Jason. 


"l'm fine", he whispered. "I'm okay. l'm just .. tired". 


He leant his head against Jason's shoulder and sighed. 


Then he looked up again, scanning Jason's face. 
"What's about you?" 


‘Im okay, too", Jason answered. "And, James ... | think you shouldn't worry about you've hit him after you've 


dragged him over the balustrade .. | would have done the same." 


James gave a weak smile and nodded. 


"Thanks, Jase .. |.. | feel better, now". 


"Is SOMEONE of you fuckers interested in my emotional state? Someone of you assholes? No? .. Fuck youl" 


Kirk stared daggers at them. 

"Maybe | couldn't drag him back at the balcony but I've tried .. | really tried’. 

He started to sob again. 

"Kirk, we know that", Jason calmly said. "We also know that you feel like shit because Lars was .. gone ... for 


some time. He's back, now. So, please move your ass now and get dressed because | want to get over to the 
hospital, okay? And | wanna take you with me". 


The police-officers had left the suite, also the hotel manager and the security men. James hadn't wanted 


Metallica's bodyguard to stay with them, too. 

He went over to his and Jason's suite where he quickly got dressed then he came back, bringing with him 
Jason's clothes and shoes. 

While Jason got on his clothes James grabbed Kirk's arm and forced him to look at him. 

"Who's the fucker who has given the stuff to Lars?" he sharply asked. "Tell me". 

Kirk struggled against his grip but James held him without mercy and shook him. 


"THE NAME!" 


Kirk swallowed hard and bit his lower lip. 
Then he hoarsely whispered: "Keith". 


"Keith? .. Keith Richard?" James asked. "This fucker Keith Richards?" 
Kirk nodded. "Yes, in that club. | haven't seen it myself but Lars told me". 


James gave a sneer and turned around, heading at the suite's main door. 
But Jason grabbed his arm to slow him down. 


James turned his head to look at Jason. He breathed hard. 
"Don't do anything you might regret after you've done it, James", Jason softly said. 


James lowered his head for a moment. Then he nodded. 


"Ill try", he quietly said. "I'll try. Okay?" 


Jason bent over and kissed him on his lips. 


James stroked Jason's cheek, kissing back 


His lips still at Jason's he whispered: "Take care of Kirk .. And Lars. I'll be at the hospital as soon as possible". 
Then he was gone. 


Jason turned around to look at Kirk The guitarist stared at him wide-eyed, clearly not believing what he had 
seen just some moments ago. 


James and Jason kissing! 


What a shock. 


Jason just gave him a smile. 


"You ready? .. Then let's go". 
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Flying High 


Chapter 5 


The automatic doors whooshed open as James entered the intensive care unit. 


After he had made his way through a crowd of guys from different TV stations and reporters without 
answering just a single one of the questions they had shot at him, he had entered the hospital in a very dark 


mood. 


The both security men in the hallway to the intensive care unit had checked his ID then they told him where 
he could changes his clothes, and James quickly had stripped in the changing room, putting on one of those 
neatly folded green operation's shirts and pants after he had checked the sizes. He also had slipped on a pair of 
intensive care unit shoes and got his own clothing and shoes in one of the lockers. 


Now, the doors closed up behind him and he stood still to bring down his sudden nausea. 


He hated to have to be a visitor at intensive care units. 


Especially that he had to be a visitor at this intensive care unit in this hospital. 


Lars was a patient there. 

And James didn't know for sure if Lars would have been still alive or not. 

The awful memories of another hospital somewhere in Sweden years ago hit him with full force, closely 
followed by the shockwaves of the feeling of white hot flames licking on his body, the smell of burnt skin and 


flesh, the agony, the blinding lights of an intensive care for victims of severe burns. 


He squeezed his eyes shut and whimpered, trying hard to keep himself from turning around and running off 


while he bit his lower lip until he tasted blood. 


The next moment he felt the touch of caressing fingers on his cheek, and hastily opened his eyes, looking into 


another pair of blue eyes. 


"Come along, James", Jason softly said. "He's alive". 


Lars was still without consciousness and laid motionless on the intensive care bed. 
His body was covered up by large cooling bags, and just a thin linen sheet lay over his legs, pulled up to his 
waist. 


His heartbeat seemed to be steadier now but he still needed artificial respiration by a respirator beside the 
bed. 

Also, he had got a catheter into his right jugular vein in the interim. Three infusion's systems tubes were 
attached to it. 

The clip for oxygen control on his left forefinger gave a red glow, and the moment James looked at it, the 
automatic blood pressure meter around Lars’ right upper arm pumped up to actualize the parameters on the 


monitor above and ahead Lars' bed. 


James stared at the glowing pulse signal of the small red heart symbol and the LED numbers at the monitor 
as the blood pressure got counted downwards. 
Finally, the numbers came to a halt at 90:51 by a pulse rate of I per minute. 


"Oh, my god", James whispered, deeply shocked. 

He breathed in and out deeply and carefully went over to the bed. 

Kirk sat on a stool beside it, his right arm gripping the protective grille while he had his head laid on his arm. 
With his other hand he slowly and softly stroked Lars' left arm. 


He looked beaten. 


When he noticed James he briefly lifted his head to look at him and then his eyes were on Lars, again 
James had seen him sad - but never as sad as THIS. 


Kirk must have been completely exhausted, and there were dark shadows beneath his eyes. His dark locks were 
ruffled, and he wasn't shaved. 


Jason touched James' shoulder and James slightly turned his head to look at him. 
‘Its not as bad as it may look, James", Jason quietly said "They had stabilized him pretty good. They just want 


to cool down his temperature a little bit more as quick as possible to avoid a serious damage of his muscles 


because of the heat, so they packed him up with that ice .." 
James groaned. "What do you mean with ‘serious damage of his muscles'?" 


"Well, the muscle cells could start to disintegrate because of the heat and the drug intoxication. This is called 


‘rhabdomyolysis’ and is usually followed by a shutting down of the kidneys". 


Jason saw the shock in James' face which had gotten white all of a sudden. 

"But don't you worry, baby’, he hastily added and stroked James’ cheek. "Anything like this won't happen to 
Lars. The doctors just wanted to play every card they have to make sure that Lars will get better as soon as 
possible". 


James just gave a desperate whimper. 
His knees started to give way but Jason quickly wrapped his arm around James to hold him tight while he 
dragged with his foot another stool to the bed. 


He got James down on it, still firmly holding him onto his shoulders. James laid back his head to Jason's body 
and tried to calm his breath. 


While he held him Jason noticed the dried blood on James’ right hand all of a sudden. 
He quickly bent and grabbed James’ hand to have a closer look. 


To his surprise there weren't the typical abrasions of the skin at the knuckles to be seen, caused by violently 
making contact between a fist and a jaw or another part of someone else's face. 


To the contrary, James' hand was covered up with small but no longer bleeding cuts. 

Before Jason could have asked James said in a low tone: "I really wanted to beat him up .. | drove to his house 
to beat the shit out of him .. But when | arrived | found his Rolls - nicely parked up in the large flower bed 
with really beautiful roses in front of his house - but the roses completely slaughtered up, by the way. So, | 
got the idea that fucking Keith might have been in bad shape when he got home." 

"Oh, fuck", Jason murmured. 

"Yeah", James sighed and shrugged. "I rang the bell but nothin’ happened. The fucker didn't show up. First, | 
waited and waited, but then | got around the house to have a look through the windows .. Finally, | saw him. He 
laid on one of his fucking expensive Persian carpets in a somewhat large living room and looked pretty dead." 


"Shit!" Jason gave a groan while Kirk just shot a disinterested glance at James. 


"He wasn't dead as it turned out", James said and sneered. "I knocked at the windows but he didn't move, so | 


had to smash in one of those windows .. Well, | tried to cover up my hand with my shirt but nevertheless the 
glass got me some bad cuts .. AND | set off the alarm system by breaking in Keith' house". 


"Will he be able again to sue you because you've tried to rob him?" Jason dryly asked. 


"Don't know", James answered, shrugging once more. "He was in pretty bad shape .. Barely breathing. He must 
have thrown up more than once because it was a mess of puke and pieces of shattered glass everywhere 
around him. The fucker must have downed a bottle of whisky, too, before he passed out ... Luckily he laid on 
his stomach, so he hadn't got suffocated by his puke ... | pulled him off the mess and tried to wake him up, 
but without an effect .. And he bled like hell because of those pieces of shattered glass ... So, | was pretty 


happy when the security guards arrived .. They called an emergency ambulance. And the cops showed up, too". 


James groaned and rubbed his face with his left hand. 
Jason bent down and kissed his temple, very softly. James lifted his arm and got it around Jason's head, his 
hand in the nape of Jason's neck. 


Then he turned his head a little bit more and his lips met Jason's. 
They kissed. 
But it was just a soft kiss to caress the other one's lips. 


After the kiss Jason straightened his body, again, but still held James close. 


Kirk looked at them, wide-eyed, but said nothing. 


He carefully stroked Lars’ arm. 

"What happened then?" Jason asked. 

"They had a lot of stress because he threw up again and bled like a slaughtered pig, as I've said". James 
shrugged. "In the meantime a cop and | had a look in every fucking room of the house because we thought 
that Keith might have brought someone with him when he returned from London ... And, bingo, he had". 
"Oh, fuck", Jason groaned. "Who was it?" 


"Don't know. A pretty young girl. In his bed. And stone cold dead". 


"Oh, my god", Jason whispered. 


The glass door to Lars’ room opened and the three men looked at it. 


Two doctors came in, and they didn't look very optimistic. 
The younger one of them busied himself by controlling Lars’ state while the elder one introduced himself to 


the musicians as Professor Alastair Lewin, Chief physician of intensive care medicine and anaesthesiology. 


Kirk looked at him with big dark eyes while James and Jason shook hands with the professor then he took the 


professor's hand, too, and smiled weakly. 


lm glad you are here", Professor Lewis said with a nod, looking at Jason and James. He laid his hand onto Lars’ 
right leg, patting it. 


"Do you know how we could contact his family?" 


Kirk whimpered and tears filled his eyes. 
The professor wanted to contact Lars’ family! They wanted the family to come! 
So, logically, Lars had to die. 


James now stood beside Jason. They both stayed calm. 


"He just has his father, Torben’, James hoarsely answered after he had cleared his throat. "And there are a 


lot of cousins and uncles and so on in Denmark ... But | don't know their names and .." 


"We can find that out easily", Jason said. "But his father is on a trip in Tibet or Kashmir, or somewhere else in 
the Himalaja, | don't know exactly where .. And Mr. Ulrich has been a single child, he has no brothers or 


sisters". 
"Oh, | see". 


"But that doesn't matter anyway", Jason calmly continued. "I'm authorized by him to decide in his place if he 
isn't able to do this because of legal incapacity, caused by unconsciousness or coma, for example .. This does 


include medical decisions, too". 
"WHAT?" 


This came simultaneously from James and Kirk. 
They both stared at Jason, who had pulled a folded document off his wallet and handed it over to professor, in 
shock, clearly not believing what they had heard. 


The professor enfolded the document and studied the text then he nodded. 


"Very well", he said, lifting his head and looking at Jason. "I hope we don't need this in any too difficult 
situations, Mr. Newsted, but it's good to know that you are legally authorized to decide about the medical 
treatment of Mr. Ulrich". 
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Flying High 


Chapter 6 


Kirk was on his feet at the very moment the professor and his assistant physician had left the room, staring 
daggers at Jason in fury and shock, his dark brown eyes glowing. 


„He has authorized YOU to decide what these fuckers can do with him while he can't speak up for himself? 
YOU? ... He's helpless! HELPLESS! .. Why, the fuck, would he ever have thought about YOU being able to decide 
what could be right or wrong if he might be unconscious? .. | cannot believe this! He never would have done 
anything so stupid. NEVER! No, no, no! .. He never has told me about having given the right to decide anything, 
or to fucking agree in decisions of these fuckers here if they would think about switching off the respirator 
because they'll get the idea they might have a better use of this intensive care bed as to waste it on a 
simple drummer of a fucked-up metal band, and, by the way, | am SO pissed .." 


"NOT HERE!" 


James had got over to Kirk, grabbed his arm and dragged the guitarist off the small intensive care room. Kirk 
shrieked and tried to free his arm, blindly hitting James with his other fist, not interested in on which part of 
James' body his fist came down. 

James howled as Kirk's fist made a painful contact with his nose. Then, Kirk gripped James’ hair and tried to 
rip out a fistful of it. 


"STOP IT, ASSHOLE!" 
Again, James hissed at him and shook him, mercilessly pulling Kirk along the hallway, through the doors of the 
intensive care unit and to the waiting room. There, he roughly pushed him inside. 


Kirk stumbled and nearly fell down. 


Jason quietly had followed them and entered the waiting room, too. He quickly closed the door behind them 


because he didn't want someone else to know about Kirk's hysterical fit. 


The moment he turned around he saw Kirk storming at him like a wild beast. In a split second he snapped shut 
his hands around Kirk's wrists and held them tight but tried to make sure that he didn't hurt him. 
Kirk struggled and yelled then furiously hissed and kicked at Jason's legs, completely out of control. 


James hurried over to them and wrapped his arms around Kirk from behind, holding him very tightly and 
firmly. 


"Ssshhh .. Hold on" he said in a low tone. "Ssshhh! Calm down, Kirk ... PLEASE!" 

"LET ME GO, ASSHOLE!" Kirk cried and kicked backwards. 

James grimaced as his shins got kicked painfully several times by the hard heels of the unbelievable expensive 
and ugly pimp shoes Kirk had bought himself just two days ago - along with another half a dozen of Mafioso 
and hooker shoes, to make clear to everybody that he was the coolest lead guitarist of a HEAVY METAL 
BAND all over the world. 


"Fuck it! Stop kicking me! .. KIRK .. STOP IT", James yelled but didn't loosen up his grip. "Calm down, asshole! No 
one will do any harm to you if you'll stop doing that shit!" 


"You're a LIAR! Just a fucking LIAR! .. LIAR, LIAR, LIAR!" 

Kirk kicked at James again and made him cry out in pain. Jason grabbed Kirk's arms harder. 

"You are a liar! And Jason is a liar, too! .. Jason is such a fucking asshole of a fucking LIAR ..” 
"That's pretty right", Jason calmly said and shrugged. “I'm sorry! .. And l'm sorry about this, too .." 


And the next moment he let loose Kirk's wrists and slapped him across the face, pretty hard, and then once 


more. 
Kirk froze, completely stunned. He stared at Jason in shock, his dark eyes wide and his mouth still open 

Jason cautiously watched him, ready to backhand him another time if necessary, and James still had his arms 
around the guitarist and held him tight to his body. 

"You ... you .. you have hit me", Kirk finally whimpered. 

Tears started to fill his big dark eyes and his lips trembled. His body shook all over. 

‘lm sorry", Jason said once more. 

He reached out and softly stroked Kirk's cheek with his fingers. 


Kirk gave a howl like a wounded animal and would have been fallen to the floor if he wouldn't have been held by 


James. 


James felt him getting limp and lifted him on his arms in a split second. 


There was a small leather couch inside the waiting room, and James had laid Kirk down, 

The security men had noticed what had happened and offered their help, or to call the doctors, but James and 
Jason wanted to take care of Kirk themselves. 

So, they got supported with some blankets and cushions, thermo mugs with tea and coffee, also some 


sandwiches. 
Jason went back to Lars’ intensive care room to have a word with the doctors while James covered up the 
completely broken and exhausted Kirk with some layers of blankets. He urged him to drink some tea, sitting on 


the edge of the couch, stroking Kirk's back. 


Finally, Jason was back. He wordlessly sat down on a chair beside the couch. 


He looked tired and sad. 


James quietly handed one of the coffee-mugs over to him, and Jason lifted his head to look at him, smiling 


weakly. 

"Anything new?" James asked, 

Jason shook his head. "No. He isn't better - but he hasn't got worse, too. | wanna take that as a good sign’. 

"I hope you're right", James murmured. 

He looked down at Kirk who hadn't said a word since his breakdown. James caressed his cheek with the back of 
his fingers. 

Kirk slightly turned his head and glanced up at James. He looked lost. 

"Why has he done this?" he asked in a small voice, barely audible. 


"This?" James exchanged a look with Jason then glanced back at Kirk. "You mean .." 


"Why didn't he trust me?" Kirk whispered. "Why didn't he trust me to be able to take care of him if he would 


have been injured or sick and in a coma?" 


Jason sighed and ran his hand over Kirk's dark locks. 
"Dude, he trusts you, and he always HAS trusted you", he said in a tired tone. "But he also knows that he 
couldn't count on you to not being stoned out of your mind or to be drunk, or to be spaced out in any other 


way, if he needs someone with a fully functional brain. He loves you, babe, but he is well aware about your 


weakness ... l'm sorry". 
Silence. 


For some minutes none of them said a word. 


Just the ticking of the clock on one of the walls was to be heard. 


Jason looked at his hands in his lap. He flexed his fingers but stopped before fully clenching his fists. 


Then, Kirk sniffed, wiping away some tears. 
He shot a brief glance at James. 


"And why didn't he ask James to do so?" he asked, still in a whisper. "James is his best friend". 


Jason gave a small nod. 


"That's right", he answered and sighed once more. "But .." 


"But good ol James usually is drunk about his ass", James quietly said. "So, he isn't of any use, too - best 
friend, or not". 


Jason lifted his head and looked at him. James blue eyes were clear and calm. 
Jason reached over and softly stroked his cheek. James closed his eyes and turned his head to kiss Jason's 
palm. He held Jason's hand in place with his. 


"James hasn't been drunk about his ass for a very long time now", Jason softly said. "And I'm so proud of 


him". 
James opened up his eyes to look at him then he bent over and kissed him. 

Jason laid his hand to the nape of James' neck, spread his fingers and ran them through the blond hair at the 
back of James' head. 

James loved when he did that. 

They broke their kiss because they heard Kirk sniff again, and glanced at him. 

"Okay, | got that" Kirk hoarsely whispered. "I got that.” 


He looked at Jason "I'm so sorry, Jase. | had been such an asshole to attack you .. I'm so sorry". 


Jason gave a nod and ruffled Kirk's hair. "Thats okay, Kirk. It has been a shock for you .. Well, how do you feel 


now? Are you better?" 


Kirk gave a quiet moan 


"A little", he answered after he had thought about it for a moment. 
He looked around because he didn't know exactly where he was, and how he had managed to get down on that 
couch. 


He sat up and rubbed his face then looked at James and Jason. 


"| wanna be with Lars". 
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FLYING HIGH 


Chapter 1 


James fell off the small couch in the waiting room where he had slept on to the floor as someone shook him 


by grabbing his shoulder. He painfully hit the floor. 
"Awww" he yelped, still half asleep. "What the fuck?" 
„Oh, SHIT ... l'm sorry! ... l'm sorry, James. Oh, my god ... I'm so sorry’. 


This was Jason's voice. 

He sounded shocked and knelt down on the floor beside James. 

James groaned and rubbed his aching left shoulder, his eyes still squeezed shut. He didn't want to open them 
and to have to be back in reality. 


„Come on, baby, let me help you to get up .. I'm so sorry. | didn't want you to fall off the couch, baby", Jason 


had grabbed his arm and carefully tried to bring James up. "Now, come on...” 
James gave a howl and opened up his eyes. 


„Do you wanna kill me, fucker?" he growled, staring daggers at Jason. „Why have you thrown my ass off the 
fucking couch?" 


„But | had no intention to do that. Really", Jason hastily said and managed to help James sitting down on the 
couch after James had stopped struggling against him. „l just wanted to wake you up. | never thought of 
pushing you down to the floor, believe me! Never! Why should | wanna do anything like that? ... | love you. 
Please, baby, you have to believe me ..” 


„Oh, my god", James moaned and covered up his face with his hands. „Newsted! Shut! Up! .. What have | done 
to deserve this?" 


Jason just smiled and ruffled James’ blond hair then sat down beside him, laying his arm around James’ 
shoulders. 

James gave a sigh and cuddled up to him. 

He looked at the waiting room's clock and realized that he had slept two and a half hour. 

He ran his hands over his face and rubbed his eyes then looked at Jason 


„Why did you wake me up?" he hoarsely asked. sls Lars ..? Is he ..” 
He dug his fingers into Jason's thigh without being fully aware of it. His pulse quickened. 


„He's alive", Jason said. "Lars is alive. They've brought down his fever to 40,2 ° Celsius. But they told me that 
his kidneys aren't working so good .. He might need a dialysis, and | wanted to talk to you before giving my 


permission ..." 
«Oh, my god!" James hung his head. „You mean he's getting a failure of his kidneys?" 


„| don't know. The doctors said that the drug-induced hyperthermia destroyed a lot of muscle fibres - it's 
called a rhabdomyolysis - and that the kidneys are overloaded with those enzymes of the crushed muscles’, 
Jason calmly said. „But they also meant this wouldn't be permanent ..." 


„Aaahh, thank god!" 
n. If the other organs wouldn't start to fail, too", Jason finished his sentence. 


„FUCK! Fuck, fuck, fuck! .. Jase, do you wanna tell me he's ALREADY DYING?" 


A pair of blue eyes deeply looked into another one. 
James' breath had quicken. His lips had gone pale and dry, and he ran the tip of his tongue over them. 


Jason softly stroked James' cheek and stubbly jaw with the back of his fingers. They both hadn't shaved yet. 


There hadn't been time for it, and also none of them was interested in performing his usual daily beauty ritual. 


„No, not yet .. Not yet .. But | .. | just ... | just wanted to tell you about the risks of Lars’ intoxication’, Jason 


said in a low tone. 
He bit his lower lip. He was in no better shape than James. 


In the early morning hours they both had been asleep, cuddled up to another, when shrill shouts had woken 
them up. 

They had opened the glass door to the sleeping room's balcony the evening before, knowing that the next 
balcony belonged to Lars’ and Kirk's suite. 

If the door hadn't been open they never would have heard their both band mates crying for help. Jason had 
been deeply shocked to see Lars hang down the balcony's balustrade. 


And after James had dragged the drummer up to the balcony, got him under the cold shower to cool him 
down, and then, after Lars had been brought to bed to make sure he would be safe, the Dane shocked them 
by getting a cardiac arrest. 

Jason and James hadn't done this before as a team but they worked in perfect harmony from the very first 


second on as they started to reanimate their friend. 


But now, Jason was exhausted. 
He never had asked for being the one who had to try to find a way out of this tragic maze. 
He needed James to help him to do everything right. 


At this moment, James gritted his teeth and squeezed shut his eyes. Then he laid his head to the nape of his 


neck, against Jason's arm, his eyes still closed. 


"I haven't noticed that Lars has totally lost control about his drug consumption’, he said in a low voice. "And | 
have to admit that | still don't know very much about the abuse habits and the favoured drugs of Lars ... and 


of Kirk, too. l'm so ashamed .. | should have tried to keep an eye on him". 


"James, there's no way to keep an eye on Lars if he doesn't want to be looked after. No way! Lars is really 
touchy if he suspects to be spied out. You know him", Jason answered, sighing. 


"That's right. But | SHOULD have known". 


James turned his head and looked into Jason's eyes. Jason held eye-contact and they looked at each other for 


more than a minute. 


Then, Jason lightly shook his head. 


"You never are supposed to know every fucking detail of the drug abuse of these two fucking idiots. You aren't 
their nanny, as long as | know", he said and gave a sneer of disgust. "That's for first. And for second - Lars 
didn't hold you back from drinking yourself stupid nearly every day and night over the last years.. He didn't 


care a shit. And the little fucker knew very well what was going on’. 


"Oh, come on, Jase!" James protested. "| used to get drunk -really drunk -after the shows, alone in my hotel 
room. | tried to hide my drinking. So, logically, | didn't want to be observed by anyone by drinking myself into a 


coma. Lars couldn't have known anything .." 


Jason just smiled. 
"You're naive, James, y'know. As if nobody had noticed your drinking habits, or that you had lost control ... But 


Lars and Kirk were much too busy to fuck around and to get amused, so Lars wasn't interested in your 


activities as long as you got dragged your ass on stage in time". 

James hung his head and looked down at his hands, intertwining his fingers. 

"But YOU had been interested’, he whispered in a very low tone without looking at Jason. "YOU have known’. 
"Yes", Jason said matter-of-factly. 

None of them spoke a word for several minutes. James still stared at his fingers. 

Finally, he whispered: "I really don't know why you've been there all the time to get my drunken ass to bed or 
to clean me up after I've thrown up all over me ... and you, too .. And that you did that after I've been such 
an asshole to repeatedly beat you up for doing ... well, for having done nothing. Absolutely nothing! .. You never 
did something wrong, Jase! .. But | treated you so bad. | was such an asshole, and | never deserved to be cared 


about by you". 


James lifted his head and looked at Jason, again, his blue eyes wide. 


"But you always made sure that I'd survive if | had been drunk out of my mind. | still don't know why you ..” 


"Because | love you" Jason calmly said. 


Flying High - Chapter 8 
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Flying High 


Chapter 8 


| CANNOT YELL 


I'm crying and burning in hell 

White glowing flames inside my body and brain 
Licking at me, bringing me pain 

Sealing my lips so | cannot yell 


They tried hard to make me believe 

It would be heaven on earth, just always peace 
But the demons want me to die 

And like a fool | have bought their lie 


l'm burning and melting away 
I'm so much in pain - so please let me die 


There is no exit out of hell 


| still cry but have lost my breath to yell 


Kirk stumbled into the waiting room, looking as he would have seen a ghost just some seconds ago. His dark, 


red-rimmed eyes were wide in shock. 
Jason grabbed him on his arm, just in time to keep him from falling down to the floor. 
„Hold on, dude", he hastily said. «What's going on? Is Lars ..2" 


Kirk stared at him with blank eyes. 


James was on his feet now, too, and took Kirk's other arm. He and Jason pulled Kirk over to the couch and 
made him sit down. 


"Kirk, what happened?" James asked again in a pressing tone, his blue eyes intensely staring at Kirk 

"|. [don't ... | don't believe .. what's going on .. there must be something .." Kirk started to stammer. 

He was cut off by a tall, black haired man who stormed into the waiting room in furious frustration 

The door slammed shut behind him. 

His dark eyes glowed in rage, and he ran up and down the room in nervous energy, desperately ruffling his 
black hair. 

Then he cried out loud again and threw back his head. His hair flew wildly. 

"This damned fucker!" he yelled. "IIl kill him! .. I'l kill this asshole! He deserves it! Why has he done this shit 
again? .. I've told him over and over again if he'll fuck up like this he will be dead meat. But did the asshole 
listen up to me? Nope. NOPE! FUCKER! ... I'll kill him. Asshole!" 


“Tommy! .. Tommy, that's enough now, dude!" 


James stopped dead Tommy Lee, drummer of Mötley Crue, by catching him with a hard grip around his right 


upper arm. 


Tommy Lee snarled and tried to free his arm and shake off James but Metallica's singer held him hard and 


mercilessly. 


After Tommy had given up and stood motionless like a statue James dragged him over to the couch. 


Jason helped. 


They pushed the drummer down onto his ass on the couch and his elbow accidently hit poor Kirk who gave a 
shrill shout and slapped Tommy on the arm in fury. 


Tommy hit back and connected his fist with Kirk's chest. 
Kirk howled in pain and started to cry. 
"Hell! STOP THAT!" James shouted at them, separating them by squeezing himself between the fighters. 


"Crazy idiots!" 


He sneered. 
"What the fuck is going on, Tommy? Whom do you wanna kill? .. Come on, spill it out, fucker!" 
Tommy desperately groaned and rubbed his face with both hands. He gave no answer. 


James frowned. 


"Its Nikki", Kirk said with a trembling voice. 

"WHAT?" 

James nearly jumped, staring at Tommy in shock. 

Tommy lifted his head and glared at James who had shaken him hard to get him talking. 

"Exactly", he tiredly said and shrugged. "He overdosed. I've found him two hours ago, practically dead. FUCK! ... 
Blue lips, blue fingers, all the shit you'd think of .. Dude, | totally panicked ... | just stood there and cried for 


help - didn't know what to do .. OH, MY GOD!" 


Silence. 


Just Tommy's sobs and Kirk's whimpering were to be heard. 


"Is he still alive?" Jason quietly asked after a while. 


Tommy gave a weak nod and then wiped dry his face with the palms of his hands. 
But fresh tears filled his eyes and ran down his cheeks. 


"Yes, still, so to say", he answered in a sad and low tone. "If you would think that the necessity of a respirator 
or a dialysis because the failure of the kidneys defines anything like'alive' .. Personally, I'm not so sure about 


that". 
He desperately groaned, burying his face in his hands. 


"And those two guys from this German Metal band, the drummer and the rhythm guitarist - don't remember 
their names - with whom he had partied in some fucking club, were completely stone cold and must have 
passed away some hours before | found them’, he said, voice muffled behind his hands. "The bass player, who 
is also the singer, is just unconscious - still - and the lead guitarist seems just to be drunk about his ass .. 


AAAAWWW! FUCK!" 


James and Jason looked at each other, one pair of blue eyes into another. 
Jason had pulled over a chair to the couch and sat there, facing Kirk, James and Tommy. 


"What club?" he asked, glancing at Tommy. 
Tommy shrugged. 


"Don't know. Wasn't with them as they were out". 

"The same where Lars and | have been", Kirk all of a sudden murmured then started sobbing and hiccupping 
again "| have .. we have .. we saw them there .. | remember now ... No! No, I'm not sure what drugs they had 
„not exactly". 


He paused and rubbed his red and swollen eyes. 


"I just noted that the German guys threw some Ecstasy pills, nothing more .. and they had a lot of booze, too. 
But Nikki just drank water .. and coffee, maybe. Yes, coffee, I'm pretty sure about that". 


"Ooohhh, no! .. NO! Don't tell me such shit", Tommy hissed at Kirk "He must have done drugs. The doctors said 
he is intoxicated with cocaine and a mixture of MDMA and DMA ... And shit like arsenic and thallium, and 
fucking atropine and datura, too". 


He furiously sneered. 

"HAH! CLEAN? He lied to us - as usual. He never has been clean". 

"Oh, come on, Tommy, PLEASE", Jason calmly said. "Nikki IS clean. | don't know what had happened ... But it 
happened to Lars, too ... Well, Lars was just stupid, also as usual, but | guess that Nikki might have been 
poisoned without realizing it. The shit could have been in the coffee, and he wouldn't have got that". 

He bent over and patted Tommy's leg. 

‘One more time - you might not have noted this yet, but Lars is here, too, and he needs artificial respiration, 
and his kidneys are very close to complete failure ... He also did some cocaine and Ecstasy, and he got the 
stuff from a certain asshole of a rockstar who has been in this club, too". 

He sighed deeply. 

"And James and | had a shitload to do to reanimate him this very morning because he got a cardiac arrest .. 


After he had tried to hop down of his suite's balcony because he has hallucinated a ninja and lots of other 
killers which wanted to get his ass". 


Tommy looked at them with wide dark eyes, deeply shocked. 


"Oh, no, no, no", he whispered. "Oh, my god! Who has supported all of them with those drugs? I'll kill the fucker! 
~ Tell me his name! ... DO. IT. NOW!" 


"That won't be necessary any longer. | wanted to do the same and found the fucker in his house, along with a 


dead girl’, James dryly said. "This fucker Keith Richards gave the blow to Lars and Keith is in an even worse 


shape .. He's in another hospital .. Or in a morgue now, what I'd assume is most likely". 


They all were allowed to enter the intensive care unit again by a doctor who appeared in the waiting room but 
were ordered to be quiet and careful because the patients would have been highly in risk to get an epileptic fit 
if there were any abrupt and loud sounds or uncontrolled or too hard touching. 


Nikki Sixx laid in the intensive care room next to Lars’. He had an intubation, too, and got artificial respiration. 


Beside his bed stood a large dialysis device, the tubes for getting the intoxicated blood out of the bass player's 


body and for re-infusing the cleaned-up blood laid in blood vessels in his arms. 


Kirk barely glanced at the unconscious and deadly pale bass player on the bed then howled in pain and ran over 


to Lars' room because he couldn't stand the sight. 


But James and Jason silently joined Tommy at the bed. 


Tommy softly stroked Nikki's tattooed arm then the hollow cheeks, also the black dyed hair. 


"Dude, don't do this to me" he whispered. "I won't stand this, y'know .. Your kids do need you, too. So, please, 
don't die". 


He hung his head and whimpered. 
James slowly stroked Tommy's back. 


"What did you say about the arsenic and the thallium and the other shit?" he asked in a low tone. "Those are 
poisons. Who have given them to him? .. And this MDMA shit? What's this?" 


"Scotland Yard told me that the coke had been poisoned with them and those plant toxins. And the MDMA and 
the MDA are just different preparations of Ecstasy", Tommy hoarsely answered. "They got the results of the 
analytics from their chemical laboratories just twenty minutes ago, and they said that it's a fatal and deadly 


mixture, clearly done to kill - by a murderer". 


Again, he carefully laid his hands to both sides of Nikki's head. 


Without looking at James and Jason he whispered: "I guess you both know what a shock it is to find his band 
mate and best friend in such a state .. And you had to reanimate Lars. This must have been so hard. I'm not 
sure | would had been able to have done the same ...| was completely out of my mind as I've seen all those 


guys lying spread out in that suite .. | thought they all had been passed away". 


Flying High - Chapter 4 
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e CHAPTER 9 


Adicction 


Death, come to me 


Death, come and see 


| am so mad 

My heart broke and a lightning flash knocked me down 
l'm burning inside like hell 

Flames burst out of my eyes 

My lips are too burnt to yell 

The fire inside me is like hellish pain 

| have the needle but there's no vein 


Death, come to me 
Death, help me out 
Death, l'm in hell 


Death, can't you see? 


| am so mad 

Thunder inside my brain smashed my skull to ash 
My head explodes like dynamite 

I'm so sad and insane 

Give a bullet and a gun 

That's enough for me to bring back the light 

A bullet, a gun and a last bang 


Death, come to me 
Death, help me out 
Death, l'm in hell 


Death, can't you see? 


„You seriously wanna make us believe that a killer might be out there in London - a serial killer - whatever 


that means - who is busy to slaughter up innocent rockstars?" 
James glanced at the Chief Inspector of New Scotland Yard in disbelief, frowning and shaking his head. 


The Chief Inspector, a tall and good looking middle-aged man with sharp features, dark hair and clear grey 
eyes, calmly looked back at him. 


Again, James shook his head. He didn't believe a word. 


"You must be crazy, man .. Well, I'm sorry, | didn't want to say you are crazy as like "mad", y'know, don't get 


me wrong, but you surely just are kidding us, right?" 


"No, Sir", the Chief Inspector stiffly replied, eyeing James with a stony looking face, his grey eyes without 


emotion. "| am very serious’. 
James frowned once more then cleared his throat. 


"But .. Excuse me, Sir, that | have to mention the fact .. but the girl .. the girl I've found dead in Keith 
Richard's house - well, I'm not so sure she has been a rockstar during her pretty short lifetime. Not even a 


pop singer or anything else". 

"That might be right’, the Chief Inspector, whose name was Mycroft Doyle, said. "The young lady is .. HAS 
BEEN a certain Miss Dorothy Tanney, called Dotty by nickname, a student, and also a niece of one of the three 
owners of the club. The owner, Mr. Beckwith Tanney, is deeply shocked about the untimely soon death of his 
beloved niece, and he already has consulted his lawyer because he wants to sue Mr. Keith Richards and will ask 
the High Court to charge Mr. Richards with murder". 

"Ah", James dryly said. 


Jason raised his eyebrows and briefly looked at James out of the corners of his eyes. 


He gave a wry smile, shrugging. 
"If Mr. Richards will live long enough to get it that he will be charged with murder", he remarked. 
"Yes, Sir". 


Doyle nodded and sighed. He didn't look very enthusiastic. 


"The physicians don't have much hope. The prognosis seems to be a little ... well, unsecure. Mr. Richards’ shape 
is very bad, as | have been told’. 


"Too sad’, James ironically said. "Really too sad". 

"l agree, Sir", Doyle stiffly replied. 

Tommy Lee threw back his head, giving a loud groan. He desperately ran his fingers through his hair, tugging 
at it. 

He gritted his teeth. 

Everybody looked at him, alarmed, 

"| wanna kill someone .. anyone .. everyone who might be responsible for this mess ..!" 

"We already have busted the man who has sold the drugs in the club", Doyle calmly told them. 

"WHAT?" 

Tommy nearly jumped the Chief Inspector like a furious black panther but was held back by James and Jason 
the very last moment. 

They forcefully had to dig their fingers into Tommy's upper arms. The drummer's muscles felt as hard as 


steel, and he blindly struggled against the both other musicians. 


But James and Jason were muscular, too, and they handled the Mötley drummer with his Impulse Control 


Disorder without too much problems. 
"YOU'VE ALREADY BUSTED THE FUCKER?" Tommy yelled at Doyle. 
Drops of his saliva hit Doyle's face like drizzle. 


"GET HM OUT OF JAIL BECAUSE | WANNA KILL HIS SORRY ASS!" 


Doyle coolly glanced at him without moving a muscle in his sharp featured face. He even hadn't backed up 


because of Tommy's attack. 


"I think this wouldn't be very helpful, Sir", he mentioned. "The man will be needed as main witness ... Beside his 


own offenses against the narcotic and drug laws .." 


"Witness? What do you mean with ‘witness’?" Jason asked, staring at Doyle. "He sold them the drugs, didn't he? 
Why should he be a witness?" 


The Chief Inspector gave a sigh and raised his right brow. 


"Well, as he told us he got those drugs to sell them for the man who gave them to him. He is one of the 
barkeepers in the club", he answered. "As it looks like he is a gambler and always in need of money to pay off 
his depths, so he wasn't hard to talk into the greasy business". 


"Great", James sneered. "Really great!" 
He let lose Tommy's arm, and Jason did the same because Tommy had calmed down in the interim. 


James tiredly rubbed his face. He needed a shave and a shower. 


And he felt like shit. 


"The man already has a pretty long police record as a forger, in having taken part in illegal gambling and doing 
drug dealing, and he has been imprisoned for some years", Chief Inspector Doyle continued after consulting his 
notebook. "His fingerprints are all over the packing of the cocaine he sold to Mr. Richards .. The packing of Mr. 
Ulrich's cocaine actually is still in our laboratory for forensics, and as it looks like there are more fingerprints 


on the packing as just those of the barkeeper and the drug users ..” 


"Don't you fucking call Nikki a fucking drug-user", Tommy yelled, getting furious again. "I don't wanna hear 
anything like this. HE IS NO USER. He got poisoned! POISONED! .. UNDERSTOOD?" 


Doyle coolly looked him up and down with cold grey eyes while Tommy stared daggers at him. 


"Mr. Lee, | really would prefer if you would stop shouting at me", Doyle finally calmly said. "If this might be 
possible for a rockstar like you, SIR". 


Tommy stared at him open-mouthed. 


"And as far as I'm informed about Mr. Sixx' curriculum vitae | am well aware of his extensive drug abuse, also 
about the fact that he had a cardiac arrest some years ago because of a fatal overdose with the need of 


advanced life support .. Am | right, Sir?" 


Tommy stood like a statue. 


He gave no answer. 
The Chief Inspector slightly shook his head. 


"Now, listen again, Mr. Lee .. Mr. Sixx probably has been intoxicated without his knowledge by mixing up the 
drug into the coffee he drank in the club. Our friend, the barkeeper didn't deny that he gave the coffee to Mr. 
Sixx but he prefers to think about having a memory lapse about the time BEFORE he had done so ... | think he'll 
get back his memory very soon if my personnel and | will insist, and also it will help to remind him of his long 


list of police records". 


He looked at James and Jason. 

"But Mr. Ulrich hasn't been intoxicated without his knowledge, also Mr. Richards had been very well aware of 
the fact that he bought drugs - and that he gave a generous amount of them as a present to Mr. Ulrich .. 
Well, and we found some fingerprints we couldn't manage to identify. There is a fact what might interest you, 
Sirs - the fingerprints aren't very clear but the forensics are sure that the tips of the left hand must be 
calloused .. Exactly like the fingertips of a professional guitar or bass player". 

"Oh, no ... please, no", Jason whispered. 


He shuddered and looked at James. 


James laid his arm around Jason's shoulders to hold him close. 


Then he looked at Doyle. 
"What's with those Germans?" 


"We still don't know for sure", Doyle said. "The two dead band members died of drug intoxication, THAT'S for 


sure. The autopsy of their corpses is still going on". 

"Oh, fuck", Jason murmured, getting more pale. 

The Chief Inspector gave a light nod. 

After a short silence he said: "The third musician - the singer - is in a very bad shape, too .. But the lead 
guitarist hasn't done drugs as it seems. He has been very drunk, so he has been brought to the Intensive care 
unit, too, to stabilize him .. The doctors told me he might wake up soon, and | hope he can give us some more 
informations". 

James sneered. 

"A drunken lead guitarist? Hah! He won't know anything .. Who is the fucker?" 


Doyle looked at his notebook, frowning. 


"A certain Mr. Stanley Nesvarba", he said. "He replaces the band's usual lead guitarist, who has broken his 
arm, during this tour .. The band is one of the supporting acts of Mötley Crue and .." 


| don't know the fucker", James cut short the Chief Inspector. "And I'm not interested whom he replaces, or 
not, and if his band supports the fuckers from Mötley Crüe, or not .." 


"ASSHOLE!" Tommy yelled at him, clenching his fists. 


James didn't even look at him. 


".. but if this fucker Nesvarba won't tell us ANYTHING about what has happened in that damned club, he'll 
regret to play the lead guitar at all". 


FLYING HIGH - Chapter 10 
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FLYING HIGH 
Chapter 10 
POISON 


The Borgia mostly used the Cantarella 
Arsenic acid always made the point 
Nowadays there's such a fine amount 
Of well-done pills and tinctures 


To kill a pope 

Is not as easy as before 
But still it could be done - 
If needed 


On the other hand - 
What does it matter anyway? 
In the blink of an eye we're gone 


We all be dust in the wind 


Return to innocence 


The blond young guitarist who laid in the intensive care unit's bed slightly opened up his eyelids and quickly 
shut it again with a groan as the bright light of the room's lamps painfully hit his eyes. 


There was a window, too, but the nearly completely closed blinds blocked the sunlight outside the hospital. 
As someone roughly grabbed the guitarists shoulder and shook him hard and violently he instinctively tried to 


protect himself by bringing up his arms to push back the person who was mistreating him, at the same time 
he cried out in fear and pain. 


But his attacker mercilessly gripped his left wrist to rip it away, very clearly not interested in the fact that 


his long and strong fingers could have snapped the forearm's bones every second 
The poor guitarist named Stanley yelped and struggled to free himself 

Without success. 

"OPEN UP YOUR EYES, FUCKER! .. BEAUTY SLEEPS OVER! .. COME ON!" 

More hard shaking, 


Then some angry voices and the sound of running feet. 


The next moment the grip around his shoulder got lose and there was a thud to be heard as if a fist had 
connected with a jaw or anything else with bones underneath the skin, probably belonging to a human being. 


"ASSHOLE! You wanna kill him or get him freaking out, or what? .. Don't touch him! STOP THIS!" 


"AAAAWWWW .. Fuck you, Hetfield) THAT HURTS, YOU SLUT! .. Don't you dare to hit me again! I'll kill you by 
even trying, | swear. ASSHOLE! | just wanted to wake up the guy .. He might be the only one who can tell us 
anything, and l'm sick of waiting and waiting and ..." 


"Idiot! Where do you come from? Out of a jungle, or a cave? Yeah, must be a cave .. It's always the same with 


you fucking drummers... NO MANNERS!" 


"NO MANNERS? Tell you what, asshole - the only fucker in the room who has no manners is fucking YOU, 
Hetfield .. As always! You even won't have a clue for what the WORD ‘manners’ might stand. And if an 
execution command ever would be crazy enough to offer you the chance to save your worthless life by giving 
a proper definition of the meaning of ‘good manners’, or otherwise getting a shitload of bullets into your head 
if you'll fail - then we all fucking know that there logically would follow a massacre with an unbelievable waste 
of fucking expensive ammunition .. And you are pretty familiar with the prize of ammunition in all sizes and 


caliber, that's for sure. So let me Tell you .. 


"MR. LEE! .. Mr. Lee, | really would prefer if you would stay back and won't attack our main surviving witness 
ANY LONGER, if you'll be able to manage that. Also, it would be very nice if you would stop yelling around 
because | think that everybody in the room has quite enough capability to hear you", a calm but sharp voice 
was to be heard now. "So, I'd like you to get over there - to the window, please, where | always have the 


chance to see you ... Otherwise | have to order you out of the room - or get busted, if necessary’. 


"but. 


"DID | MAKE MYSELF CLEAR?" 
Silence. 
Then: "Yeah". 


Followed by a sneer. 


Doyle shot a last sharp glance at Tommy then he turned around to have a look at the guitarist who had pulled 
his blanket over his head. 


Clearly he had no intention to risk another assault out of the blue without knowing what was going on. 


He just gave a moan and then angrily mumbled something in German. 

"Now, Mr. Nesvarba, the situation is under control and there is no need to worry any longer ... | am Chief 
Inspector Mycroft Doyle from Scotland Yard and | want to have a word with you, Sir. You really can be sure 
there won't be another attack from Mr. Tommy Lee on you again ... | think he understood quite well that he'll 
get busted if he'd make another wrong move", Doyle softly said. "So, | also think it's safe to put away that 
blanket now - if you'd have the kindness, Sir". 


No answer. 


No move. 


Stanley Nesvarba didn't even seem to breathe. 

"Mr. Nesvarba?" Doyle's voice still was very calm. 

Again, no reaction 

Tommy exploded and gave a sneer. 

"The fucker must be deaf. Or retarded. Well, probably both". 


"Shut up, Tommy", Jason hissed, losing his patience too. "YOU'RE the only guy without a brain inside this room|" 


That very moment the guitarist in the bed decided that he needed some fresh air and threw away the blanket. 


He sat up, groaning and quickly covering up his face with his hands because the bright light hurt him. 


"Aaaawwww! ... Oh, my godl" he desperately moaned. "What the hell happened? What's going on? .. MY HEAD. ... 
IT HURTS!" 


"HAH!" Tommy narrowed his eyes and stared daggers at the guitarist. "Just two or three beers, and the 
fucker already got drunk about his ass, AND wakes up with a headache .. As I've said: just a weak and totally 


useless subject, and really don't know who had booked him and his also useless band to dare to support Mötley 


Crüe .." 


"SHUT UP, LEE, OR YOU CAN BUY YOURSELF A NEW SET OF TEETH!" 
Stanley had dropped his hands and furiously stared at Tommy, his blue eyes glittering. 


Tommy shrieked and jumped until his back hit the wall beside the window, looking at the German guitarist with 


his eyes wide open. 
James and Jason just grinned. No need to help the drummer. 
The dark haired Mötley drummer clearly was much taller than the other guy, so he had nothing to fear. 


But like a kid Tommy was easily to impress, too, if he got stopped dead in his rage all of a sudden by being 
yelled at in a sharp tone by his counterpart. 


"You are an asshole - but that's NO piece of news", Stanley coolly added, still staring at Tommy. "A pretty 


good drummer - but an asshole". 

Tommy stared back then - all of a sudden - he gave a whimper and slowly slid down the wall until his ass hit 
the floor where he draw his knees to his chest and tightly laid his arms around them. 

Tears ran down his cheeks. 


"I'm sorry .. l'm sorry", he whimpered and sobbed. "I .. | didn't mean to ... | didn't want to say anything like .. 
Please, I'm sorry ... It's just because Nikki is dying .. l'm so sorry ..” 


"NIKKI IS DYING?" 


Stanley looked from Tommy who had started to cry helplessly at the both Metallica band members then at 
Chief Inspector Doyle. 


"What the hell is going on?" 


They told him. 
Stanley was deeply shocked and couldn't believe it 
His band mates were dead 

Murdered 


His blood pressure abruptly rose and his pulse started to race until the heart controlling monitor beside his 


bed set an alarm what made a doctor and nurse run into the room to have a look at their patient. 


Stanley didnt want to be sedated but got an analgesia injection over the infusion tube system in one of the 
veins of his lower left arm. He stared at the infusion and the cannula in his vein with blank eyes, now realizing 


that he was in a hospital. 
"Am | poisoned, too?" he hoarsely asked, confused. "As far as | remember | didn't do any coke". 


"We ran an analysis", Doyle said, consulting his notebook. "And some controls, too, of course .. At first the 
physicians thought that there must be an alcohol level of four or five per thousand because you seemed to 
be in a coma, induced by a very serious alcohol intoxication. But the drug analysis finally proved an alcohol level 
of just |,2 per thousand and a large amount of benzodiazepines and some ecstasy .. The doctors antagonized 


the benzodiazepines". 
Stanley stared at Doyle with his mouth open, wide-eyed. 
He shook his head over and over again and ran his fingers through his ruffled hair. 


"This isn't possible, Chief Inspector. | don't do ecstasy, and | don't take any benzodiazepines, | swear .. Never! | 


hate the shit! | don't do ANY drugs. That's weird". 
He pointed at Tommy. 
"Look at him. He has drugged himself stupid, and so did Nikki..." 


"HEY, WAIT A MOMENT, FUCKER", Tommy loudly started to complain. "I've found you unconscious ... Thought, 
you passed away like your band mates Ricco and Thomas because of overdosing. Hey, man - those guys were 
dead as | came into Nikki's suite, and you looked pretty dead too .. And | thought that Nikki was dead too, man, 
Four guys fucking dead, and all of them fucking spread-eagled laid out on the floor, and not a single fucking 
groupie in sight. AND every one of you guys still wore most of his clothes, so | knew that there never could 
have been an orgy the night before .. Well, not anything like an orgy of THIS, y'know what | mean. The usual. 
But it didn't look like that .. | thought that .. It was awful. Everybody dead. Just your singer still gave some 
signs of life. | panicked. Now, how funny is THAT?" 


There was silence for some minutes. 

‘I'm so sorry, Tommy", Stanley then said in a very low tone. "This must have been horrible .." 

"Pretty exactly", Tommy murmured, hanging his head. 

Stanley breathed in and out deeply then swallowed hard. 

"Shit. Those poor guys. I'm just a replacement for the lead guitarist of them. "Welcome To Hell" - that's 
exactly the band name they needed. Their lead guitarist had been clumsy enough to fall off his mountain bike 
and break a leg. Drunk about his ass, | have to add’, he said. "The singer isn't bad at all, but he isn't able to 
manage to sing AND to play bass at the same time, that's for sure, and Ricco and Thomas ... Well, they did 
their best .. They tried". 

Jason grinned. 

"Yeah, that's right, I've heard them. A disorientated drummer and a bass player who wasn't able to count up’, 
he remarked, slightly amused. "PERSONALLY, | am also pretty used to a disorientated drummer. Luckily | 
usually can help out the poor guy .. AAAAWWWWI" 


He jumped because James had elbowed him hard, making full contact with Jason's ribs. 


"Jase, HOW often did | tell you to NOT giving away this secret information to strangers", James sternly said 
then grinned. 


"Oh? ... Yeah, sorry, James. | forgot. I'm ashamed. Please, don't punish me too hard". 
Jason harmlessly smiled at James, batting his eyelashes at him. 

"Well, I'll think about how to punish you adequately", James replied in a low tone. 
"Thank you", Jason whispered, smiling. 

James melted away and pulled him closer to lay his arm around Jason's shoulders. 
Stanley stared at them, a little confused. He didn't know what to think about the scene. 
All of a sudden James asked him: "You're playing for Bonfire, that's right?" 


"Oh .. No. | have done so. Wrote some of their hits but the fuckers dumped me without giving me my credits 


before | realized what was going on .. So, you better don't mention the name Deisinger, or I'll go nuts". 


He gave a sneer. 
"At the moment | mostly do studio playing for idiots without the capability to properly handle a pick". 
He sneered once more, frowning, then looking at Doyle. 


"But | REALLY don't do drugs". 


There was silence for a short moment, again, then Doyle nodded. 


| have the tendency to believe you, Mr. Nesvarba. We think you have been intoxicated without your knowledge 
in the same way as Mr. Sixx- the drugs mixed up with your drinks", he said. "The club you have visited is a 
favorite of stars in show- and music business, and their .. well, escorts, of course. Actually, forensic teams 
are busy to exhume three already dead and buried rockstars - a fourth unfortunately has been cremated 
eleven month ago. He also died after visiting the club but he was a well-known heavy drug abuser. We've seen 
no coincidence until now .. My team and | came to the conclusion that someone maliciously tried - and still is 


trying - to explicitly kill rock musicians .." 


"Metal and rock musicians", James dryly remarked. "Guitarists preferred, | guess .. The other guys - and the 


girl - might be something like collateral damages". 

Everybody looked at him, a little confused. 

"Sir?" Doyle asked, raising his brows. 

James shrugged. 

"You didn't mention the names of the poor guys your forensic teams are digging out at the moment but we all 
know them, | guess. Maybe you don't know about that fact but all of them had been lead guitarists ... Well, 
Keith Richards is playing lead, too, but he handed a fucking part of the coke over to Lars. And Kirk would have 
done some lines, too, if he wouldn't have wasted his time for hours in his bathroom to admire his mirror 
image and to powder his pretty nose, while Lars had sucked up several lines, went mad and paranoid and tried 
to hop off the suite's balcony". 

He sighed. 


"IF Kirk wouldn't have lost his feeling for time in his bathroom - as usual - he now would lay in one of the 


beds of the intensive care unit, too .. Or worse". 


"Oh, shit", Tommy murmured. 


Stanley cleared his throat and everybody looked at him. 

"If someone is trying to kill lead guitarists .." 

He paused, thinking hard about something. 

"Yes, Mr. Nesvarba’, Doyle urged him to go on 

"| mean, if lead guitarists are the main target of the killer - then | would try to find Dave Mustaine too, to 
make sure he isn't intoxicated ... | think | saw him, along with his pet, David Ellefson. But he just ... | think he 
just was there to talk to somebody of the club's personnel ... yeah, exactly .. And he was gone before Lars and 


Kirk came in". 


James gave a howl. 


"WHAT?" 
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„MUSTAINE! M-U-S-T-A-I-N-E!" 
James threw back his head and gave another howl. 


"MUSTAINE! AAAARRGGHHH! | should have known it! ... I'll kill the fucker. Slowly! .. A bullet into every fucking 
part of his body after I've beaten the shit out of him and have ripped off his finger- and toenails and have 
smashed up every single bone in his body to pieces .. Then, maybe, he'll get a last bullet to let his head 
explode and to glue every single one of his useless killer brain cells to the walls around him ... Ooohhh, | wanna 
kill him. Please, let me kill him. He has to be stopped .. He's a murderer .. PLEASE .. LET ME GO! | HAVE TO 
FIND THE FUCKER!" 


Jason quickly had wrapped his arms around James’ extremely tensed body, holding him in a steely grip. 
Tommy was on his feet now to support Jason because James thrashed around, completely out of his mind. 
"LET ME GO!" he howled and cried. "LET. ME. GO!" 

He kicked at Tommy's legs, and the drummer howled in pain 


At the next moment James’ heel made hard contact with Jason's shin while he violently tried to push Tommy 


out of the way. 
Jason groaned and panted but didn't let go. 
It wasn't easy to hold James. The singer would have done well as a wrestler, too, always getting down his 


counterpart in no time and with some broken limbs. 


Tommy got another hard kick to his shin and hissed. 


“That's enough", he growled. "Down with him!" 


He, Jason and one of Doyle's men brought James down to the floor - face first - and secured him. Tommy 
practically laid on James’ back and thighs while Jason held James' wrists in a steely grip over his head to keep 
him from trying to blindly hit the floor, his lover or Tommy with his fists. The police officer had a lot to do 


to hold down James' lower legs and feet. 
James struggled like a maniac, cursing and hissing, calling Dave Mustaine names and swearing to kill him. 


"James, come on! It's okay .. please, it's okay. We got it’, Jason tried to calm him down, a little breathless now. 


"Let's talk about .." 
"HE'S A MURDERER!" James yelled, his voice muffled by Jason's upper body over his head. "THERE'S NO TIME 
TO LOSE TO STOP HIM!" 


A doctor ran up into the room, followed by a nurse. He had a syringe with diazepam ready to give James an 
injection to sedate him. 

This wouldn't have been easy because James's body was covered up by Jason and Tommy. He knelt down and 
prepared to hit the needle right through James’ jeans into the outside of his thigh. 

But Jason quickly glanced at the doctor and shook his head to stop him. 


"That won't be necessary, doctor .. No need to get him unconscious or sleepy", he quietly said. "He's a little out 


of control because of a pretty hard shock - but he'll come to his senses without a sedative in no time". 
"You sure, Mr. Newsted?" 


The doctor glanced at James' sweaty and red face - the part what wasn't covered up by Jason - then back at 


Jason, frowning. 
"Yeah", Jason enthusiastically told him. "I know him. We can handle him without sedation". 
The doctor nodded and got to his feet. 


"Well, l'm fine with that. But the security camera is on, and we are watching the monitors, so we are back in 


no time if you'll need us, okay?" 


"Okay. Thank you, Dr. Mulligan’. 


After the doctor had left the room Jason lowered his head and kissed James’ temple then his ear. 


"Baby, stop struggling, please", he whispered to him. "You have to tell Doyle that you're guessing about Dave 
being the killer .. But you have to cool down first, please". 


James' breath was labored now and Jason heard a few sobs. James fists opened up slowly. Jason still held his 


wrists. 

"He killed them .. He DID it, l'm sure", James hoarsely croaked. "We must get him, Jase .. Lars will die because 
of him, and Nikki, too .. LARS! He poisoned Lars .. He'll kill again if we won't stop him .. Oh, my god ... OH, MY 
GOD!" 

He started to cry. 

His body went limp because he had lost the power to struggle or even to move a muscle. 


Like a broken puppet. 


Jason and Tommy got to their knees and softly lifted James up to a sitting position. Jason held him with his 


arms around James’ shoulders, and James laid his head back to Jason's chest, deeply exhausted. 


His cheeks were wet from tears but he had stopped crying. 
His look of his blue eyes seemed to be unfocussed, he just stared straight ahead without seeing anything. 


And Jason knew that he mentally was captured by the memory of another catastrophe years ago - Cliff dying 


in the fatal bus accident, and James in deep shock, without a chance to help his friend. 


Tommy had pulled an armchair a little closer to them, and he and Jason helped James onto his feet then made 
him sit down in the chair. 


Jason sat on an armrest and stroked James’ back while James hung his head. 
The whole time Doyle and Stanley hadn't said a word becouse they didn't want to complicate the situation 


But Doyle briefly had left the room to talk to another one of his officers and to give some orders. He quickly 
had got it why James had gone wild - just by mentioning Dave Mustaine's name by Stanley. 


Stanley had his legs drawn up to his chest and his arms laid around them. He pitifully looked at James, wiping 
away his own tears. In the meantime he had fully realized what had happened, and that he was supposed to be 
dead like his band mates, too. 


He looked at Doyle, his blue eyes wide. 


"Why didn't the murderer mix up the poisoned coke with my beer, too?" 
Doyle gave him a somewhat sad smile. 


"Maybe because you would have tasted it and then wouldn't have taken another sip", he answered. "The guys 
from chemistry told us the stuff has a pretty bitter and metallic taste .. Must be awful". 


"THEY TRIED IT?" 


"Yes, of course". Doyle shrugged. "They mostly do so if they have to find out the nature of an unknown 
substance. Just a little bit, of course.” 


"They must be crazy", Stanley said and shook his head in disbelief. "Totally and fucking crazy". 


Doyle lifted his hands and grinned. 
"I'd like to agree". 


Jason cleared his throat and they looked at him. 
"I tried, too", he casually said. "The stuff looked weird, so | tried". 
"You're fucked up, too’, Stanley told him. 


Jason flipped him the bird then he said: "I really don't know why Lars did the stuff .. But on the other hand he 
might have thought the blow would be of extremely good quality because Keith gave it to him, and he trusted 
the fucker". 


He glanced over at Stanley. 
"Your band mates - did they buy the coke?" 


"Yes, | think so", Stanley gave back. "I saw Thomas talk to one of the barkeepers, and then they disappeared for 
a short while. Then Thomas came back and | saw him stuff a small package inside his jacket .. When he came 
back to our table he had a fistful of ecstasy pills, too. He slipped some of them to Ricco and Andy, our singer, 
and wanted Nikki and | to take one, too, but we both turned him down. So he took three of the pills - or four - 
himself, grinning like an idiot .. After that Nikki got really angry because they had done those drugs right 
before his eyes, and he suspected they wanted to compromise his sobriety. He wanted to get back to the hotel 
all of a sudden after he had finished off his water and his second cup of coffee, and , thinking about it, he 
looked really pale and sweaty .. But | thought that this would have been resulting from his anger. But | didn't 
feel well, too, and was glad to get back to the hotel". 


"You didn't suspect that you had been drugged?" 


"No." Stanley thought about it then shook his head several times. "No. | just felt sleepy. A lot. | can remember 
that | wanted to sleep in the elevator to the hotel's floor, and that Nikki dragged me with him ... | thought he 
would bring me to my room but then | realized that we all must have entered his suite ..| think the others 
had a lot of fun because they thought | would have been drunk .. | wasn't even able to crawl after | had been 
fallen to the floor. Thomas was busy to lay out some lines on the glass table, and | wanted to tell him to stop 
but they didn't understand my babbling and laughed like idiots .. Nikki tried to help me to get up but he fell 


down to the floor, too .. Then | must have been passed out .. And ... and ..." 
He covered up his face with his hands as he started to cry again 


Tommy went over and sat down on the bed, laying his arm around the shoulders of the guitarist. He had tears 


in his eyes, too, and swallowed hard several times. 

There was silence for some minutes. 

Just Stanley's muffled sobs were to be heard. Tommy patted his back. Finally the blond guitarist had calmed 
down and sniffed. 

Tommy grabbed some tissues from the nightstand and handed them over. Stanley thanked him with a nod and 
blew his nose then wiped away his tears. 

He looked as beaten as James before. 

Doyle cleared his throat and everybody glanced at him. 

"Do you think you can give us some more information, Mr. Nesvarba? Or do you want to rest for a while?" 
Stanley gave him a weak smile. 


"| can go on". 


"Fine", Doyle softly said, scribbling something into his notebook. "You have told us that you have seen how Keith 


Richards gave some of his cocaine to Lars Ulrich, too?" 

"I noticed that he handed something small - like a neatly wrapped jewelry box - over to Lars as they stood in 
the background and that Lars covered it up with his hand as he slipped it inside the pocket of his jeans ... Well, 
it was clear to me that the thing wasn't just a photo with an autograph of Keith". 


Doyle nodded and made another note. 
He lifted his head and looked at Stanley. 


"You've said you noticed Dave Mustaine, too?" 


"That's right" Stanley carefully answered. 


He quickly glanced at James who still sat in the armchair, staring at the floor, to make sure that James 


wouldn't get morphed into a howling beast again by mentioning the name Mustaine. 


But James seemed to be completely passive and without energy. Jason still stroked his back and the nape of 


his neck. 


"He was there for a short time, and I'm sure that he talked to the guy who sold the drugs to Thomas an hour 
later after Mustaine had left .. His bass player Ellefson was there, too, but | think he had a drink at the bar 
and talked to a guy from one of those boy groups without any talent but with pretty good looks, until 
Mustaine grabbed him by the wrist all of a sudden and dragged him off the stool and out of the club". 


He shrugged and thought about that for a while then he added: "Ellefson didn't look very happy but he had no 
chance, I'd say. Mustaine was pretty rude". 


"As always", James murmured, his voice barely audible. "The fucker wouldn't hesitate to beat the shit out of 
Junior if the poor guy just would open his mouth to protest". 


Doyle frowned, staring at James for a while then at Jason 

"Now, | can't believe that somebody would .." 

"Dave Mustaine would, believe us", Jason threw in and gave a sneer. "If he suspects that something is going on 
behind his back he usually loses control in the blink of an eye. And the reckless fucker HASN'T much control to 
lose, so he always has to be treated like a sharp bomb. Besides, the guy is notoriously paranoid, so he KNOWS 


that there is something going on behind his back and everybody might be an enemy of his sorry ass". 


Doyle's grey eyes showed no emotion as he listened to Jason. But then frowned again and looked down at his 
notebook. He slowly turned the pages to read some notes, saying nothing for a long while. 


Everybody stared at him. 
Finally, he lifted his head, sighing. 
"I think you won't be pleased to hear that ..", he calmly said. "But Mr. Dave Mustaine is one of the three 


owners of the club .. Presumably the partner who has given the money to get the club running and who has 


the main control about the business - but as it looks like completely from behind the scenes’. 
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Chapter 12 


No". 


Kirk crossed his arms in front of his chest and stared dark flaming daggers at his bandmates and Tommy Lee. 
He was deeply shocked and trembled in furious anger and hatred. 


The four men were in the intensive care unit's waiting room to discuss what to do now, drinking some coffee 
and having some sandwiches. None of them was very hungry but Jason insisted that they had to eat 
something. But Kirk had just taken two bites from his cheese-and-tomato sandwich and then said he felt like 
throwing up if he had to eat more of it. Also he had refused to drink coffee or tea, or water. 


In the meantime Chief Inspector Doyle had left but three police officers and several security men closely 
watched over the intensive care unit and the poisoned musicians - also over the not-poisoned. 


Doyle had told the musicians that Keith Richards was still alive but in a very bad shape. 


"You must be mad, all of you assholes. Completely mad. Totally out of your fucking minds", Kirk hissed at his 
band mates and Tommy. "How can you think about doing that gig in Paris while Lars is still lying in his intensive 


care bed, half dead, or soon dead as it looks like. This is so irreverent!" 


Now he stood just a few inches in front of James and stared up into his face. His eyes glowed like black 
demon's eyes. James quickly crossed his arms, too, but didn't back off. But he stood with his legs slightly 


apart, his muscles were tensed up. 


"This is NOT irreverent", Tommy quickly answered. "Mustaine and his fucking band are supposed to play in 
Paris five days, and they don't have another gig in between | got information that they left London very early 


this morning - | guess they are in France now. Dave likes Paris .. So, this is our chance". 


"What chance?" Kirk hissed. "To meet-and-greet the fucker? To say hello, nice to see you, thank you for 


poisoning our friends and lovers and killing a dozen of other poor fuckers which haven't done you any harm?" 


irk, please ... James started To say. 
"Kirk, pl "J tarted to say 
"No ‘please’, James", Kirk coldly replied. "Don't count on me. First of all, | never, never, never would leave alone 


my baby. If he has to die he won't die without me on his side and holding his hand. | would chain myself up to 


his bed if you'd try to remove me from his room, | swear, and you would regret that until your very last 


day". 
He stared at James. James didn't move. 


All of a sudden Kirk broke down and burst into tears. 


Before he could have hit the floor James caught him ard lifted him onto his arms in a split second, and Kirks 


head fell onto his shoulder. 

He cried helplessly. Spasms went through his body. 

"Oh, my god’, Jason said. He stroked Kirk's hair. 

Tommy looked very uncomfortable and didnt know what to do. 

James nodded at him. "Tommy, would you please bring some hot tea with sugar ... Jason, those blankets over 


there .. Bring them to the couch. The cushions, too. | wanna lay him down". 


Some minutes later Kirk laid on the couch, wrapped in two large blankets. Just his face was still to be seen. 
Tommy knelt beside the couch and helped him to sip hot and sweet tea. 

Kirk didn't cry any longer but looked very sad and tired. 

"Dude, you have to sleep", Tommy pitifully said. "You look awful". 

"Thank you", Kirk murmured. 

"Sorry". 

Tommy stroked Kirk's cold cheek and made him take another sip of tea. 

"Better?" he asked. 

"A little", Kirk murmured. 


He rubbed his red rimmed eyes. Tommy waited some seconds then carefully got him some more tea. 


After having swallowed Kirk hoarsely asked: "I can't play lead if you'll do the gig in Paris. | can't to it. 'm sorry, 


but ... I'd rather die. | won't enter a stage without Lars .. If Lars isn't with me | won't be able to even hold a 


pick .. And | don't wanna leave him alone .." 
"We got that, Kirk", Jason softly said. 
Kirk turned his head to look at him. Then he looked at James. He sniffed and wiped away his tears. 


"Don't tell me you both idiots want to do the gig without a lead guitarist and without a drummer! Oh my! You 
must be completely out of your mind. The fans will kill you". 


Jason grinned. 
"| could play the drums", he mentioned. "James always says that bass players are totally useless .." 
"Hey, wait a minute ..!" 


"James, sweetie, I'm kidding you", Jason said with a smile and patted James’ shoulder. 


He looked back at Kirk and shook his head. 
"No, | won't play the drums. Tommy will do that". 
"WHAT?" 


Kirk nearly jumped off the couch but Tommy easily held him down with a steely grip of his large hand. Kirk 
struggled to get free but he had no chance. The Mötley drummer just grinned. 


‘ll never, never, never, never, NEVER speak to you again, as long as | live, or as long as you'll live, or just 


have a look at you again if you'll do that, | swear!" Kirk hissed. "How dare you?" 


"They asked me", Tommy dryly said. "And as you know very well my bass player is dying, too, and so | am 
very much interested in having a word with this fucker Mustaine and his pet Ellefson. And it would be even 
better if said redhead accidentally would run up into my fist, so his nose and his jaw might break, also 
accidentally, of course ... Maybe he might have an accident with some explosives on stage, too, or some amps 


would accidentally we 


"That's enough now, Tommy", Jason quickly said. "We got that”. 


There was silence. 


Kirk bit the nail of his right middle finger. He glanced from James at Jason and back. Both of them didn't say a 


word. 


"Who's supposed to play the lead guitar?" he finally asked in a very calm and low tone. 

James sighed. 

"Stanley", he said. 

"Stanley?" Kirk stared at James wide-eyed. "Stanley Nesvarba?" 

James just nodded. 

"Are you mad? They guy is half dead, too. | guess he couldn't stand on his feet for five minutes, let alone for 
a two hour set", Kirk said and groaned. "Oh, my god! This is ridiculous. You are mad. Mad, mad, mad, and out of 
your mind, and fucked up. Your brain must be completely gone to hell”. 

"Maybe. But the guy won't have to stand during the set", James stoically answered. "He can have a stool". 
"Ooohhhh nooo!" Kirk buried his face in his hands. "I don't believe it". 

He abruptly lifted his head. His dark eyes glowed. 

"Besides, you must be fucked up by thinking that another guitarist would come up with all my solos without 
having rehearsed with all you fuckers years and years to know where and when you'll fuck up, AND, besides, 


my solos are much too complicated for another lead guitarist to play. HAH" 


Jason sighed and James gave a low moan. Tommy just rolled his eyes. 


"WHAT?" 


Stanley jumped off his bed and accidentally ripped out the cannula of his infusion tube of his left arm. Blood 
ran down his arm and dripped to the floor in a steady flow. 


"Are you crazy? .. Shit! SHIT! .. I'm bleeding! .. | gonna bleed to death! Heeelp meee! IM BLEEDING". 


Jason grabbed a handful of tissues and stopped the bleeding of the puncture wound by pressing them against 


Stanley's arm. 
An elderly nurse ran up into the room and saw the mess on the floor. 
She gave a sneer and stared demon-eyes-like daggers at Stanley. 


"Mr. Nesvarbal What have you done now? Look at this! There's blood everywhere. This is disgusting. Isn't it 


possible for you to just stay in bed and do NOTHING? Now | have to clean up the floor the fourth or fifth 
time this day". 


‘Its not my fault", Stanley hastily said and backed off a little, cautiously eyeing the nurse. "The Metallica guys 
did that". 


"Hey, man, this is a lie", James threw in. "It's your blood there on the floor. You can't deny that". 
"Fuck of fl" 


"MR. NESVARBA! | don't want to hear words like this inside my intensive care unit", the nurse barked at 
Stanley. "Is that clear?" 


"Yes .. yes, of course ... yes, nurse, yes, I'm sorry", he croaked, backing off a little more. 
"Well, that's fine", she said and gave him a pleased smile then patted his cheek while he got pale. 
His thighs hit the edge of the bed, so he wasn't able to get out of the nurse's reach. 


"You might get back into your bed now, my dear ... I'll bring you a nice cup of tea’. 


‘Oh, my god", Jason giggled after the nurse had left the room. "What, in hell, have you done to wake up the 


dragon?" 


"Nothing. | did nothing. Absolutely nothing, | swear", Stanley answered, still pale, running all his fingers through 
his blond hair. "I really did nothing. Well, maybe .." 


"What?" 


"| just .. | just .. well, | kicked her as she tried to wake me up for lunch and shook me ... But it was an 
ACCIDENT. | didn't mean to kick her. But .. she SHOOK me. | really thought there was an earthquake going on .. 
And | didn't exactly KICK her. But she yelled at me and called me names and told everybody that | had hit her, 
and that all those rockstars have NO manners and it would always be the same with these unwashed 
musicians .. But I'd say that it just has been a light TOUCH. | never would kick a nurse", Stanley indignantly said, 
blue eyes opened up wide. "But it's always risky to shake me when I'm asleep, and this woman is somewhat 
merciless .. Unfortunately it's also risky to shake me too hard when l'm sleepy AND poisoned, so | threw up, 
too, all over the nurse's shoes, and | guess she didn't like that". 


"Oh dude, that's too bad", James said and tried to hide his grin by quickly turning to look at a computer 
monitor beside the bed. 


Stanley now sat on his bed and tiredly glanced at James and Jason. He sighed deeply, surrendering. 


"Okay, once again’, he said. "You want to play your gig in Paris but you don't have a drummer and your lead 


guitarist won't play, too. Sounds good". 

"Tommy will be our drummer", Jason answered. "He had a look at our setlist and just grinned’. 
"Ah" 

There was a short silence. 

"May | have a look on said setlist, too?" Stanley then asked, 

"OF course". 


James handed a pretty shabby looking folded piece of paper over to him. Stanley enfolded it and studied the list 


of songs. 

"Bellz?" He lifted his head and glared at James. "Is this ‘For Whom The Bell Tolls‘?" 

"Exactly". 

"Ah. So | assume that ‘Seek’ is ‘Seek And Destroy'?" 

"You're pretty right”. 

"Very good". 

James who looked like a lion on prowl nervously glanced over at Jason 

Jason knew that James wanted to shake the blond lead guitarist, too, to get his answer - yes or no - a little 
faster. 

James was very tensed up and urgently wanted to get Mustaine by the neck as soon as possible but the 
action had to be legal. Every one of them knew that they had to be careful, or otherwise their asses would 


went to prison, too. 


The German guitarist clearly wasn't a man of fast decisions. He had to think things through. He glared at the 


setlist, murmured to himself and ran his left fingers over an imaginary fretboard, getting faster and faster. 


Jason smiled a little by seeing this. 
He carefully stepped over the blood on the floor and sat down on the bed beside Stanley. The guitarist looked 
at him, frowning and blinking. 


Jason shoved two fingers in one of his jeans’ 


front pockets and pulled out a pick. He held it out to Stanley. 

"Can you play the shit?" he quietly asked 

Stanley looked at him once more then he took the pick, closing his fingers around it 

"Yes, | think so" 

Again, he stared at the list, scratching his head and ruffling his pretty ruffled blond hair even more. 


"Just take ‘Battery’ off the setlist. | haven't played it in a long time and it would cost me too much time to 


practice to get the lead solos in again’. 
"Done", James said and closed his eyes in relief. 
Jason patted Stanley's back. 


"Thanks, dude", he said in a low tone. "I know that it must be very hard for you to play such a gig without 
enough rehearsal time and in the knowledge that there are over 10000 people in that stadium ..." 


"Shut up!" Stanley cut him off. "I'm not interested in 69998 of these people in the stadium - just in two certain 
guys. One of them is a redhead, the other one is named Junior ... And I'm playing with you because | want 
those fuckers to come and see why we are still alive and what they could do against this fact, and then | 
would be pleased if they might accidentally run up into Tommy's fist before the French police will get them 
busted". 
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Wake up sleeping beauty 
It's time to wake up now 
Your prince has broken down the roses 


Has thrown away the thorns for you 


Wake up sleeping beauty 
A new day's coming up 
Your prince wants you to look at him 


And smile his smile with him again 


The next morning James and Jason looked down at the small figure in the intensive care bed. 


Lars laid on his back. He was still unconscious but breathed on his own now. The respirator and the tube in his 
trachea had been removed. But his breath was still erratic. And he had to be fed artificially over a stomach 
probe what was going through his nostril down his throat and oesophagus into his stomach. Also there still 


were two infusions. 
He looked pale and deep dark shadows were around his closed lids. His lips were dry and looked sore and rough. 
But the nurses had done their best and had cared well about him, had washed him up carefully, shaved him, 


and had clothed him up in a fresh long white hospital night shirt. 


Lars' band members hadn't slept too much and looked like wrecks. But James and Jason had showered and 
shaved, and they had coffee and toast and scrambled eggs. James had stuffed some bacon inside his mouth, 


too, without exactly noticing what he was eating. 


Jason and James had slept in their hotel bed, deeply exhausted but waking up nearly every hour after 
sweating or after a horrible dream. More than once James cried out loud in his dreams, panicking, tears 
running down his cheeks, and had to be woken by Jason. After such a dream Jason lovingly held and stroked 
him, softly whispering to him to soothe him down until James had been fallen asleep again - and Jason's own 
heartbeat had been calmed down again, too. 


Kirk stayed in the hospital. 


In Lars' room stood an armchair which backrest could laid back to a resting position, so Kirk had slept in the 
armchair near Lars’ bed. 


But he hadn't slept well, too. 


Tommy had left the hospital for the night because Mick Mars had made an appearance to stay with Nikki 
while Tommy had been in the hotel to get some sleep. 


James and Jason had eyed the Mötley guitarist suspiciously. 


He seemed to be in no better shape than the poisoned musicians. But they knew he suffered from a chronic 
disease and was in continuous and massive pain. He wasn't barely able to lift his head because his spine disease. 
And he hadn't said much and facial expression showed even less emotion. 


But he sat beside Nikki's bed and held his hand. 


Now James softly stroked Lars' hair. 
Because of the thallium intoxication he had lost the lateral parts of his eyebrows, and his hair partially had 
gone lose. Every time he had a handful of Lars' hair between his fingers after having stroked it Kirk started 


to weep. 

James knew that, so he did the hair stroking very lightly. 

"Hey, pixie", he said in a low and soft tone. "Time to wake up, baby. There's a lot of work waiting for you. AND 

because you are sick we have to play that gig in Paris with fucking Tommy Lee as drummer, just because you 
are still sleeping and have refused to wake up. COME ON! THAT'S NOT NICE OF YOU, FUCKER! ... We have to give 
the Motley Crue fucker a shitload of money for playing YOUR drums because he thinks he is a rock star and 

deserves it ... Isn't this disgusting?" 

Everybody stared at Lars. Nobody moved just a single muscle. They didn't even blink. 

At first nothing happened. 


Then, all of a sudden, a low moan was to be heard. Lars' lips parted slightly. 


James glanced at Jason and Kirk. The look of Kirk's big dark eyes seemed to be glued on Lars' pale face, tears 
glittering in them. He stroked Lars’ hand with his own trembling fingers. 


"Well, | knew you wouldn't like the idea of paying up the fucker Tommy Lee for drumming", James teasingly 
went on. "He is really expensive. Well, he THINKS he is worthy to be expensive .. But, you know, we can't tell 
him he's an asshole, y'know, because then he'd slap us around, you know how shitty aggressive he can be 
because he's suffering from Impulse Control Disorder .. And | REALLY don't want poor Kirk slapped around by 
Tommy Lee! Over my dead body! | guess you might agree, pixie, am | right? Of course, I'm right. | know my 
pixie .. Well, so there ain't another choice. That's for sure. No way out 


He paused to catch his breath, glancing at Jason who patted his back. 
Lars had crinkled his nose and opened up his lips a little more. His right finger bent. 


"AND - worst of all - we have to rent a lead guitarist, too, because Kirk refuses to play", James continued 
then. "He insists to stay here to hold your hand because he thinks you might die becouse you so weak and sick 
and are lying in that intensive care bed, and you are looking pretty awful, really, so we had to find another lead 
guitarist, and fuck, THAT guy is expensive, really fucking expensive. He might cost us the every single dollar 


we'll earn in Paris ..." 


"No, no, James", Jason lightly threw in. "He'll cost us the a shitload more of that .. I've calculated that once 
again an hour ago and l'm sorry to have to say that the fucker will take nearly all the cash we've earned at 
our London gig, too .. | haggled over his fee with him until | had been near exhaustion, and | did my very best 


to talk him down but he says four millions minimum, or he won't even touch a string’. 
A low long-drawn groan from the bed was to be heard. 
James and Jason grinned. Jason elbowed James. 


"But he said he might think again about the number of the limousines he asked us for", Jason continued, stil 
grinning. "He thinks that five limousines might be enough, so we don't need to order those seven limousines. 
Maybe, he will also accept to get just four suites for himself and three for his entourage, not that three 
complete floors at the hotel George V - you know, that extremely expensive seven star hotel in Paris - he 


had insisted until this morning .. This would spare us a shitload of costs". 


"Ah, what a relief", James loudly said, looking at Lars out of the corners of his eyes. 
The unconscious drummer's eyelids seemed to flutter slightly. And Kirk stared at his band mates with his 
mouth wide open after his chin had dropped down. 


"Well, but he still insists of getting these two personal make-up artists. They are already on their way from 
Hollywood to Paris ... Because time is money we had to charter a Concorde ... Luckily, a Concorde had landed in 


Montreal three hours before we asked for help. Of course, we have to pay the complete kerosene filling, and 


the three pilots, and of course, the two the flight attendants and the Concorde's technicians", Jason said in a 
light tone. "Do you know HOW MUCH that kerosene is at the moment? Its UNBELIEVABLE! | think we should buy 


the fucking Concorde because you can always use a Concorde’. 


"I totally agree", James loudly said, grinning widely and glancing down at poor Lars. "Well, Lars will die anyway, 
so we'll get his money, too, and then we easily could afford the Concorde .. What a brilliant idea, darling! .. Let 
me kiss you, baby!" 


He and Jason kissed noisily and wetly, one, two, three, four, five times, moaning loudly. 
In the interim Kirk had got it what they did the show on purpose and grinned, too. He did the metal hand sign 
with his free hand. 


James and Jason smiled, their lips still touching. 


But then the separated them and Jason went on: "Did | forget something? Ah, yes! .. The masseur, of course .. 
This famous guy from that German First League Soccer Team in Munich, you remember? And his three 
assistants, of course. Also he wants their Team physician because he sometimes has some problems with his 
left knee, and he insists that the doctor of that First League Soccer Team, who is also very famous - and 
extremely expensive, by the way - is the only one who can help him if his knee would hurt during a gig, and 


he don't want to risk anything". 

Jason clicked his tongue. 

"Of course, the doctor and the doctor's two assistants, the masseur and his three assistant must be flown in 
to Paris, too, and they are used to private planes with two pilots and nice flight attendants. They prefer Lear 
Jets but | guess an Airbus might be okay, too .. Oh, and have | mentioned the personal cook and his cooking 
team yet? The cook is Chief of a three star restaurant in Paris .. This will cost us a fortune. He is specialized 


in HAUTE CUISINE and famous for his goose liver with truffles .. Stanley says if he won't get his goose liver 


with truffles he won't even touch a string." 


All of sudden a hoarse cry was to be heard. 


A Danish fist weakly hit the thin white blanket what covered the patient inside the intensive care bed. And 


once more for good measure. 

Lars tried hard to open up his eyes and moaned. 

"LARS!" 

Kirk was on his feet now and bent down, kissing Lars’ face all over, making the Dane gasp for air. 


‘Oh, Lars, please, wake up. Please, baby, wake up .. I'm here. I'm here ... Wake up!" 


He grabbed Lars’ shoulders and softly shook him. Lars groaned once more and lifted his hand to shove Kirk 
away but without effect. He was still too weak. 


"Hey, pixie, come on, open up your beautiful eyes", James excitedly called out, bending over Lars, too. "Do you 
think Metallica can afford the expensive lead guitarist, or not?" 


Again, Lars’ fist hit the blanket. 
"Noooo", he croaked. "Noooo! You ... you .. you ... fuck .. crazy ..? YOU ... FUCK .. YOU!" 


James turned around to glance at Jason. Jason threw his arms around James and cuddled up at him, smiling as 


happily as James. 
James kissed Jason's palm then looked back at Lars. 
"But we have no other choice, pixie", he declared "There's no other lead guitarist available, you know. Slash has 


turned us down, the lazy motherfucker, Tommy lommi is meditating somewhere in India, we've heard, and Keith 
Richards isn't in good shape at the moment ..." 


"Ki .. Kirk ..." 


Kirk won't leave you alone, baby, because you are ill. You know him. There is no way to talk him into playing 
the gig in Paris with us." 


"Oooooohhhhh!" 


Lars opened up his eyes a small slit. His look was unfocussed at first but then he had spotted James and 
glanced at him, trying hard to keep open his eyes. 


"Who ... who ... is ..? |... | gonna ... gonna kill .. gonna kill him! Who .. who's the asshole?" 


Lars pale face wasn't pale any longer, and now his eyes were fully open, staring daggers at James. 


"The lead guitarist?" James laughed, happy and relieved that they had woken up their friend by threatening 
with wasting Metallica's hard earned money like water. He felt Jason's lips on his ear, nibbling. "Oh, it's Stanley 
Nesvarba. You know - the German guy from Welcome To Hell. He seems to be pretty good but really arrogant. 
What an attitude!" 

He clicked his tongue and lifted his hands, glancing at Lars with raised brows. 


"The guy won't even touch a guitar's string if we dont .." 


"Excuse me?" 


They looked at the door. 


Stanley stood there, an unplugged Fender Stratocaster strapped over his shoulders, a green pick between his 
right thumb and forefinger. He stared at the Metallica guys in sheer disbelief. 


"What the hell are you talking about?" 
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„This is fascinating’, the doctor said. „| nearly can't believe it. What was your trick?" 
"There wasn't a trick", Jason answered with a wide grin. "We just threatened to throw Metallica's hard earned 
money out of the window. Lars would wake up from the dead by mentioning such a thing, just to kill us before 


we could dare to act like this". 


"This is UNBELIEVABLE!" Lars croaked. "Four million dollars fee for a lousy lead guitarist! .. Doctor, you .. you 
have to get them to the next madhouse! .. They must be crazy". 


James and Jason laughed, and Kirk and Stanley which stood on the other side of Lars’ bed grinned. 


"Babe, we won't pay Stanley four million dollars", James said in an amused tone, patting Lars’ hand soothingly. 


"Please, believe me. We just tried to wake you up with that horror story .. ET VOILA - you woke up!" 
Lars sniffed, deeply disgusted. 
"You're soooo mean!" 


"That's right", Jason answered. "But that has been necessary, sweetie. We don't want you to die". 


There was silence for some minutes. 


Lars stared at the ceiling then his glance wandered from one monitor beside his bed to the next. He looked at 
the both infusion systems and weakly lifted his left arm to study the blood pressure meter around his upper 


arm and the oxygen controlling cannula what laid inside his radial artery. 


Then he stared at the doctor who stood at the end of his bed, clothed up in the green shirt and trousers of 
the intensive care unit, a mouth protecting tissue loosely around his neck. Also he had laid his stethoscope 


around his neck. 


Lars sighed deeply then gave a moan 
"What ... what ... happened? l'm .. sick?" 

"Yes. Pretty sick", the doctor calmly said. "Do you remember anything?" 
Lars frowned 


The fingers of his right hand were cramped into his blanket now and his left finger gripped Kirk's until the 


knuckles went white. 
"LL. don't... l'm not ... Kirk, Kirk .. what has ... tell me what .. | can't remember .." 


His breath and heart rate quickened and he looked worried. The blood pressure meter went into action, and 


then the monitor showed a blood pressure of 160/100 mmHg. 

"Ssshhh, baby", Kirk soothingly said and stroked Lars' cheek. "We've hit that club you've heard of - after our 
London gig - and met Keith Richards and the Mötley guys .. You got a handful of Ecstasy pills and took some, | 
don't know how much. | took two or three ... Well, three, | have to admit. After that we danced a lot. Then you 
got a package of coke from Keith and after that you wanted to return to our hotel because you wanted to do 
some lines with me before fucking me into the mattress’. 

"KIRK!" Lars cried out, blushing. 

Kirk just waved his hand. 

"Don't worry, babe. Everybody here is informed about the fact that we are lovers’. 

"OH, MY GOD!" 

Lars covered up his face with his free right hand. 

Then he parted his forefinger and middle finger and a green eye stared daggers at Kirk. 

"Idiot! How dare you!" 

"Aaaawww, Larsie! Come on. Nobody is interested in our sex life” 


"You must be fucked up!" Lars indignantly growled and got his hand off his face. 


Stanley, who still had his Stratocaster strapped around his shoulder, giggled. He ran his fingers along the 
fretboard without a pause what got Kirk slightly furious. 


Lars shot him a glance. 
"YOU! ASSHOLE! You wanna play Kirk's solos? How dare you?" 

Stanley just shrugged and continued with practicing. 

"Well, they asked me to do so", he gave back “I'm a nice boy, so | told them Ill do it". 

"HAH! A rice boy! ... A nice boy who wants four million dollars just for moving his ass onto that stage!” 
‘LARS! 

James threw back his head to the nape of his neck in sheer desperation then looked at Lars once more. 
"Stanley doesnt want four million dollars for his stage presence, and he won't get four million dollars, asshole 
Nor would he get four suites at the George V in Paris or five Limousines for his ass .. It has been a JOKE! 
JUST A JOKE TO GET YOU AWAKE, FUCKER!" 


Lars narrowed his eyes and glared suspiciously at James. 


"And the Concorde? Jason said he wants to buy a Concorde. I've heard that pretty precisely! You can't deny 
that!" 


Jason gave a loud groan and desperately buried his face in the crook of James’ neck. 


Because Lars’ still was slightly paranoid he had to get a low dose of neuroleptic pills to calm him down 


James, Jason, Tommy and Stanley had to hurry up because they had to reach their plane to Paris at 


Heathrow airport. 


Mick Mars and Kirk stayed at the hospital, also Nikki's ex-wife who had arrived now. The families of the dead 
band members of Welcome To Hell had arrived in London, too, to identify their beloved one's and to talk with 
the police, also to arrange the transport of the coffins with the corpses to Germany because the autopsies 
had been finished. 

Scotland Yard was working with Interpol and the French police now. Doyle hadn't wanted to talk about it but it 
seemed to be clear that the police urgently wanted to have some serious words with Dave Mustaine and David 
Ellefson. The both other owners of the club already had been busted like the barkeeper, 


The barkeeper now refused to give more information without having consulted his lawyer. 


The four musicians, their techs and the Metallica crew were watched by a large amount of Interpol agents and 


bodyguards. They had to wear bullet protecting vests with hoods and were always surrounded by bodyguards. 


James thought about the gig with over 10000 fans in the evening. It wouldn't have been difficult to shoot at 
the musicians on stage, and he didn't like the idea of wearing the protecting vest during the whole set. It was 


summer and pretty hot, and because of the vest he had to keep on his t-shirt if he got soaked by sweat. 
Jason didn't like the idea, too. Stanley just shrugged, and Tommy announced that he wasn't able to drum if he 


had to wear that fucking vest, and that he even won't have touched a drum stick if he wasn't allowed to play 


with bare chest. 


Security check didn't go without problems because Tommy hadn't thought about his numerous piercings, 
charms and necklaces, also didn't remember about his over-sized pocket-knife and the belt with the empty 
bullet cases. He had to follow two security men to a personal body check while two others ransacked his 
baggage, 

No wonder that he got furious because he, a famous rock star, was treated like a dangerous criminal, and he 
called the security personnel names, yelling at them like a madman, wildly ruffling up his black hair, threatening 
the poor guys to sue them until they had to sleep under a bridge because he would get all their fucking 


money. 


The security personnel of Heathrow Airport just stood there, calmly and coolly glancing at him as if he would 


have been an alien or a caveman. They weren't impressed. 


Probably they were used to mad and yelling VIP's, and Tommy was just a minor problem. 


"What an idiot", Stanley said while he, James and Jason watched the scene. "We'll miss our flight’ 
"Yeah", Jason agreed. 

He breathed in hard then he yelled: “TOMMY! IHs enough now! STOP THAT SHIT .. IMMEDIATELY! 
"FUCK OFF" Tommy fired back. ‘Im not interested in fucking orders of a fucking faggot, asshole!" 


The guys of the security personnel briefly looked at each other but none of them lost control of his 


composure. 
"We will miss our flight, you stupid asshole!" Jason shouted. 


"| DON'T FUCKING MIND, FUCKER. TELL YOU WHAT .." 


He hadn't time to finish his sentence because James stood in front of him all of a sudden, and then James' fist 


heavily made contact with Tommy's chin with a loud thud. 
"SHUT UP!" James hissed. 


He had smashed him up forcefully and Tommy hit the floor in a split second. He laid there, limply, with his 
eyes closed. Slightly bloody split ran off the left corner of his mouth. 


Two of the security men, three of the bodyguards and a quickly called up paramedic knelt down onto the floor 
beside Tommy while James rubbed his right hand. 


He gave a sneer. 
"Sir, that wasn't necessary", another guard of the Airport told James in a calm tone. 


‘I'm sorry", James answered and lowered his head. "But | had to knock him out. | know him - he never would 


have stopped thrashing around. Please, believe me ... ". 
At this moment Tommy regained consciousness and sat up. He groaned and rubbed his chin then he looked at 
the blood on the back of his hand and gave another groan. 

He lifted his head and stared at James. 

James stared back. 

Then Tommy grinned. 


"Fuck! That was a fabulous punch. What a perfect knock-out!" 


He shook his head to get it clear then he quickly got up to his feet. He touched his chin and jaw to make sure 


there wasn't a serious damage. 


"Well", he finally said with a grin. "We better get your asses inside this plane if we don't wanna miss that 


flight" 
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„Mr. Ulrich, do you think you could answer to some questions we have in your case?" 
Chief Inspector Doyle has spoken in a very soft and low tone. He sat on a chair beside Lars' intensive care bed. 


Lars laid in the intensive care bed, on his right side, two large cushions stuffed in his back to make it easier 
for him to stay in position. He still was very weak and was barely able to lift his head without help. 


Kirk sat beside Doyle and held Lars' hand. He did it very carefully because there were a lot of scratches and 
bruises covering Lars' fingers and palms, and also many wounds along the inside of his arms and all over his 
legs. Part of the wounds had been very deep and had needed stitches because otherwise the bleeding wouldn't 
had stopped. 


Lars had ripped open the skin of his fingers and palms as he desperately tried to keep himself from falling 
down from the balcony of his and Kirk's hotel suite after he had climbed over the balustrade. 


He had lost his balance and footing, hanging over an abyss like a free climber just, held by his fingertips and 
his nails which he instinctively dug into the concrete of the balcony's balustrade. Every single fingernail was 
broken and partially ripped off, had bled and the fingertips were still sore and swollen Most of the fingers 


were bandaged. 


He had done those lines of the poisoned cocaine while Kirk has wasted his time in his bathroom of their hotel's 
suite to admire his mirror image and to powder his nose. 
That short interval - until Kirk had reappeared from the bathroom - had been enough time for Lars to get all 


paranoid and hallucinating. 


It got a fact to him - in his drug induced paranoia - he should been killed by snipers,hidden on the roofs of 
other buildings nearby the hotel, their sharp-shooter's rifles with infrared visors aiming at him, and also he 
had hallucinated a ninja, or maybe several of the breed, all black clothed up and armed with a bunch of 


samurai's swords and masses of deadly shuriken, and of whom he suspected to be there to slaughter up 


Metallica's drummer, and no one else. 


But as he had noted his lover Kirk returning from his beauty check-up in the bathroom, Lars all of a sudden 


knew that Kirk's life must have been in danger, too. 


And in a split second the situation escalated. 


The other bruises and scratches on Lars' body were the results of the risky rescue manoeuver of James who 
had gripped Lars' lower arms by bending himself over the balustrade and then forcefully and roughly pulling 
the hysterically crying and wildly kicking and struggling Lars' upwards, while Jason held James to make sure he 
won't dragged over the balustrade. 


Finally James won the struggle and had managed to rip the exhausted and still hoarsely yelling Dane over the 
balustrade. 


None of the Metallica guys had noticed the injuries on Lars' naked arms and legs, and, besides, none of them 
would have cared because soon after the hysterical drummer had been rescued from plummeting down into 
the depth and then hitting the street below he got a cardiac arrest and had to be reanimated by James and 


Jason. 


James had done the heart massage quite effectively to keep up an artificial circulation of blood, and Jason blew 
his own breath into Lars’ lungs until the emergency doctor and the paramedics took over and luckily got 
started Lars' heart again by defibrillation and adrenaline shots into his heart. 


James had broken three ribs of Lars’ ribcage by doing the heart massage - two on the left side and the fifth 
on the right side, exactly at the connection between the rib bone and cartilaginous tissue what connected the 


rib with the sternum. 


Afterwards he had felt bad and guilty about the fractures but the doctors had told him that he had done well 
and that he and Jason had saved Lars' life. Also that it would had been very unusual if there won't be a 


fractured rib, or more, after having performed a sufficient reanimation. 

This had helped James a lot. 

Now, Lars looked at Doyle and nodded to signal that he wanted to answer the question. He tried to speak but 
he just managed to give a hoarse croak. Then he had to cough. 


He yelped in pain because of his rib fractures and wasn't able to hold back his tears while he whimpered 
quietly, coughing again 


At once Kirk grabbed the syringe what laid on the nightstand beside the bed. The syringe had been prepared 
by the nurses and was filled up with metamizole, a painkiller, and Kirk was allowed to give the intravenous 
injection if necessary. 

He had begged and begged the nurses and the doctors without pause to let him do those things because he 
wanted to do EVERYTHING for Lars, and that he knew EXACTLY by personal experience how to do an 
intravenous injection. 


Nobody doubted about his experience about that special technique. 


So, they finally gave in, and after intense instructions and supervised practicing Kirk had been declared to be 


qualified to do an intravenous injection 
That made HIM feel so much better because now he was prepared if Lars needed, for example the painkiller 


what the personnel of the intensive care unit had prepared and laid out for Kirk, so he could got supply Lars 


whenever necessary. 


Now he injected the pairkiller very slowly - as he had been told. He hadn't yet finished when he noticed that 
Lars got relaxed, giving a sigh of relief. 


"Is it better, now, baby?" Kirk asked in a low tone, stroking Lars pale cheek with the back of the fingers of his 
free hand. 


"Much better", Lars thankfully whispered, looking up at Kirk, his green eyes still wet from tears. 

Kirk took the empty syringe off the infusion's cannula, threw her into the security trash pin and opened up 
the infusion system to start it up again. Then he bent down and softly kissed Lars’ forehead With his thumbs 
he wiped off the last tears on his lover's cheek. 


‘| love you", he whispered then lightly touched Lars’ lips with his. 


Lars tried to catch his lips, hungry for a kiss. Kirk gave in and slightly opened up his lips. He felt the tip of 
Lars‘ tongue touching his. 


He kissed him again then he loosened his lips. It wasn't the time to make up. 
But his hunger was as deep as Lars’. 
"Soon", he murmured - touch of a sound, breathed into Lars' mouth like a sparkle of hope and longing. 


Green eyes, still a little heavy-lidded and feverish, looked into dark eyes beneath long and natural black 


eyelashes. 

Kirk wasn't wearing mascara and eyeliner any longer, and the thought of drugs caused nausea. 

More than once he had to run up to the personnel's restrooms to throw up. 

After having thrown up he sat on the tiled floor with his knees closely drawn to his chest, his arms wrapped 
around them while he wept until he didn't have any more tears and got completely exhausted. 

He had visited Nikki several times, and seeing the fellow musician in his deeply coma, the running dialysis device 
beside the intensive care bed, made him even more sad. 

Nikki's ex-wife wasn't too much interested in Nikki's fate but had to show up because of the press and the 
television Mick Mars stayed all the time, a silent figure in black, face shadowed by his long black hair. 


Like a Harbinger of Death. 


|. | think .. | think | can remember something .." Lars hoarsely said, glancing at Doyle who had waited 
patiently. "Not much, maybe .. Please ask ..." 


"Thank you, Mr. Ulrich", Doyle answered and gave him and Kirk a nod. 

Kirk sat down again, ready to help out, if needed 

"Mr. Ulrich, | have been told that you know about the fact that you have been poisoned. Is that right?" 
"That's right .. Some drugs, the doctors said, and .. 

He turned his head to look at Kirk for help. 


"Arsenic and thallium", Kirk calmly answered. "That's why your tummy hurts so much if there is a diarrhea 
and the cause of the .. the loosing of hair". 


At that moment Lars’ eyes filled up with tears, and Kirk quickly added: "But that's not permanent, baby. Please, 
don't worry. The doctors say your hair will grow back very fast, really. Oh, baby, please don't cry!" 


Lars hiccupped and then swallowed his tears, weakly smiling at Kirk 
"See? | don't cry". 
"You are really tough, Larsie", Kirk said and returned his smile. 


Doyle cleared his throat and they glared at him. 


Without showing an emotion he looked at his notepad. 

"Mr. Ulrich, you got the drugs as a present from Mr. Keith Richards?" 

Lars hesitated a moment and looked at Kirk, not knowing what to say. 

"You can tell him, babe", Kirk said. "It's a well-known fact that Keith has given the blow to you .. He supplied a 
young girl, too. She has been found dead in his bed. And he took the stuff himself. We hadn't known that at 
first but after you had been brought to the hospital James hurried over to Keith' estate to have a word .. 
well, he wanted to kill him because he gave you the poisoned stuff but then he found him in a state of coma, 
too, and had to help him out with artificial respiration until the emergency ambulance and the police had been 
there". 

Lars stared at Kirk then at Doyle, his green eyes wide open now. 

"What?" 

"Mr. Richards is still alive but in a very critical state", Doyle calmly said. 


Lars swallowed hard."So he didn't know about the poison in the cocaine he gave me". 


"That's a possibility’, Doyle dryly answered. "We don't know for sure. But there hadn't been any suicidal 


tendencies, as far as we know". 

"Oh, no, he wasn't suicidal", Lars croaked then coughed again. After he had got back his breath he went on. "He 
told me that he wanted to do the coke, drink a shitload of whisky and then to fuck the young girl until she just 
would be able to scream. You know him. Oh ... I'm sorry, you don't know him yet". 

"I hope I'll have the pleasure to get to know him", Doyle calmly replied. "Also Mr. Nikki Sixx". 

Lars seemed to be hit by a lightning flash. 

"Nikki Sixx?" 

He gripped Kirk's hand in panic, staring at Doyle. 


"NIKKI? OH, NO, NO, NO, NO!" 
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„Mmmmmhhhhh ... feels so good .. mmmmhhhh .. Oooohhhh, yeeesss .. Don't stop, please .. ooohhhh .." 


Jason moaned in pleasure and closed his eyes. His head fell back to the backrest of his seat in First class of 


their plane to Paris, France. 


Nobody had disturbed him and James in a while, and everybody around them did his best to ignore them and 


to leave them alone. 


James smiled against Jason's skin, his lips and teeth playing and nibbling along Jason's ear and at the soft skin 
behind it and at his neck. He rubbed his cheek against Jason's hair and gave a soft moan, too. 


At the same time Jason stroked James’ left thigh. He loved James’ long slim legs and he wasn't able to keep 
himself from touching them whenever he got his fingers near them. He always felt an intense pleasure by 


running his hands along the full length of James’ legs. 


He would have done it on stage, too, if he wouldn't have needed his fingers to play his bass. James always 
looked so sexy in his tight black pants, standing in front of his microphone with his long legs apart. 


Now, James moved his lips all over Jason's ear then to his cheek, and Jason turned his head to catch James' 
lips with his, opening up his mouth to let James's tongue inside. He tasted the orange juice James had half an 
hour ago, along with some coffee. To get more of that taste he pushed his tongue into James‘ mouth, licking 
and playing around with the tip to check if everything inside James' mouth was still exactly the same as it had 
been five minutes before as they had shared their last kiss. 


Nothing had changed in the interim and the anatomy of James' mouth was still the same, but Jason felt the 


urgency to control that fact every five minutes, or so. 


Luckily, James had the same need to control the inside of Jason's mouth pretty often, too. 
And to make sure that everything was okay with their bodies they used to get their fingers into the pants of 


the other one when nobody was looking at them to run a check-up about the proper function of the special 


equipment there inside. 

‘Mmmmmhhhh", James now quietly moaned, his fingers in Jason's neck splaying then slightly curling up again in 
pleasure. 

Shivers ran through both their bodies, and Jason's fingers dug deeper into James’ thigh. 

The next moment they shrieked and jumped as something made a sudden and painful contact with their heads. 
It fell to the floor and James grabbed at it, groaning in pain 

A drumstick. 

James gave a howl. 

"TOMMY!" 


"AH, SHIT! ... I'm sorry, l'm sorry, dudes. | didn't mean to hit you, really .. I'm so sorry .. It was an accident, 


really". 


Tommy's drumstick had hit the backrest of the seat in front of Jason's with full force and then had been 
backfired, disturbing the kissing lovers by hitting their heads. 


"Don't tell me shit like that, Tommy", James furiously growled. "An accident! COME ON! Do you think I'm 
stupid?" 


He knelt on his seat now and stared daggers at the grinning Mötley drummer while he still held the drumstick 
in his right hand. Tommy hastily had left his seat two rows behind them to get back his drumstick. 


"But its the truth, really, James", Tommy guilelessly said, trying hard to look like an innocent angel. "You have 
to believe me. Pleeeaasseee! | just tried to practice a little, and all of a sudden that damn drumstick got flying 
from my hand ... | really don't know how this could have happened .." 


"Stop talking nonsense, fucker", James barked at him. "Do you really think I'll buy that story?" 

"But ... but .. James .. It's true", Tommy said and sniffed, looking at James with big sad puppy eyes. "Please, you 
have to believe me. I'm all fingers and thumbs .. You know what a dork | am when it comes to eat with forks 
and knives, or to just get closed a button with my clumsy fingers .. It ain't as easy for me to hold those 


drumsticks as you might think .." 


Jason giggled, shaking his head in amusement. 


James snorted and threw the drumstick at Tommy who easily caught it in mid-air. 


"If you really are such a clumsy dork, Lee, we should rethink that decision of ours to let you play the drums 
at our gig in Paris", James said, grinning evilly. "You might ruin the gig and the good name of Metallica .." 


Jason giggled again. 


"We could say that we KNEW he's a stupid dork but had to take him becouse otherwise he would have got lost 
in London because of his stupidity", he threw in "And that he is in need of permanent guardianship because he 
has a very low IQ and is barely able to speak, let alone to remember his name .. So it would be best we put 
him behind the drums where we can watch him all the time because we don't want to chain him up. We don't 
believe in chains .. But as a caveman without more than five working brain cells he is qualified to bang around 
on the drums. It is common knowledge that savages like him use to bang around without having a clue what 


they are doing ." 

"ASSHOLE!" Tommy howled at him. 

"You're welcome", Jason charmingly said, giving Tommy a pleased smile. 

James and Jason left their seats to look after Stanley who sat on one of two seats in front of a small table. 
Opposite his seats were two more. 

One of them was occupied by a small guitar amp. Stanley had a pretty well used looking red Flying V plugged in 
and his fingers raced along the fretboard while the pick between his right forefinger and thumb precisely hit 


the strings in the same breathtaking tempo. 


The headphones he wore were plugged in, too, so the guitar's amplified sound just was to be heard by Stanley. 
But the strings’ sound was enough to make it clear to James and Jason that the guy was good. 


Pretty good. 


He was playing the solo of ‘The Unforgiven with his eyes closed when James grabbed the amp and carefully 
lifted him onto the table to clear the seat. 


He and Jason sat down and then shared a grin. 


Stanley played still along as if nothing had happened. He hadn't even opened up his eyes. A Walkman laid on the 
table and its cord was attached to the headphones. 


"He's good", Jason whispered, staring at Stanley's fingers. 


"Yeah". 

James smiled and caressingly stroked Jason's back. But this time he did it very discreetly. 

The Bodyguards of the British police and the Security guys of Interpol had given them some interested looks 
but none of them had said anything. But James and Jason didn't want to irritate them by making out in front 


of them. The personnel of the Metallica crew was well informed in the meantime. The most of them had known 


about James and Jason anyway. 
‘The Unforgiven’ ended and James, who had watched Stanley's fingers on the fretboard, switched off the 
Walkman. 


Stanley breathed in and out deeply and lifted his head. While he got the headphones down and around his neck 


he glanced at his fellow musicians. 

"What's up?" he asked. 

James smiled at him. "Nothing", he answered. "We just wanted to check on you". 
"| see". 


Stanley tried hard but finally didnt manage to suppress his grin. The pick still between his fingers he gestured 
at Tommy who sat nearby, whirling and twisting his drumsticks around his fingers like a juggler. 


"You better keep an eye on the drummer", he said in amused tone. "I saw him throw one of his drumsticks at 
the backside of the seat in front of yours just some minutes ago. l'd say he did that on purpose because he 
aimed very carefully before throwing the stick, and afterwards he seemed to be very pleased and rubbed his 
hands .. | didn't care because | wanted to go on with practicing. But, maybe, the fucker needed some revenge 
after having been knocked out cold on security check at the airport by you, James". 

"IIl kill him", James growled, shooting a furious glance at Tommy Lee who still gave the harmless idiot. 

"Yes, yes, yes, babe", Jason patiently said and patted James' arm. "You can do that. AFTER the gig". 

"That's a good idea", Stanley agreed. 

"The killing?" Jason asked, grinning widely. 


| haven't said so", Stanley replied, grinning too. "What are you thinking about me? I'm shocked!" 


He sighed and looked at James, blinking at him. 


"Bass players are always a pain in the ass, don't you agree? Mostly they are totally useless if not dangerous 
because they use to stumble around on stage without orientation, hitting everybody with the unnecessary long 
fretboards of their basses, running up into the guitarists or into their insane amount of amps and getting 
everybody deaf because of the noise they make .." 

"Waoaiiiit a minute, fucker .. Wait a minute", Jason indignantly interrupted him. "Thats NOT true! .. James, tell 
him that it isn’t true! The guy is a fucking liar. What an offence! He really hurts my feelings .. Do something, 
James! Don't allow the fucker to offend me .. Bass players aren't useless, that's for sure, and you know that | 
don't run up into my amps, and | never use to stumble around on stage without orientation. l'm always highly 
concentrated .. JAMES! STOP LAUGHING!" 

James nearly had been fallen off his seat because he laughed so hard that he had to hold onto the armrest of 
the seat while tears ran down his cheeks. He gasped for air, looked at Jason and then started to laugh again, 
helplessly and without control. 

Stanley just chuckled, blue eyes sparkling. 


"That's not funny", Jason complained. "| really don't know why ..” 


He stopped and stared at James who tried to get some fresh air into his lungs once more, at the same time 


wiping away the tears on his cheeks. 

Jason shook his head and grinned. 

‘Im an idiot", he said and giggled. "Why do | always buy those fucking stories?" 
Stanley laughed. 

"Because you are a bass player, dude?" he offered. 

Jason flipped him the bird and grinned. 


"| suddenly feel like stumbling around without orientation during the gig this evening ...| might hit a certain lead 
guitarist with my unnecessary long fretboard, too, so it might be dangerous to play around me, dude". 


Somebody cleared his throat and they looked up. Tommy stood beside them now and ran his fingers through 
his black hair. 


"I hope, a dangerous bass player is everything we have to fear on stage, guys", he calmly said. 
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Don't move 
I'm the shadow in your back 
| am in wait 


To spill your blood 


I'm Nevermore 
The Harbinger of Death 


lm Nevermore 


Don't breathe 

lm the shadow of your fear 
| want to stay 

To watch you die 


lm Nevermore 
The Raven Nevermore 
The Harbinger of Death 


lm Nevermore 


James felt more and more uncomfortable with all the security guys around them. He didn't like to have to 


wear the bullet protecting vest, too. 


"Is this really necessary?" he complained with a snort. "| don't guess that Mustaine is armed with a sharp 
shooter's rifle and follows us around to get dead meat out of us if he might think that nobody is looking at 
him. This is ridiculous. Completely ridiculous. The fucker won't be overlooked because of his fucking red mare. | 
guess he's too dumb to hide his hair with a stocking cap .. Besides, he won't do that anyway ‘cause the fucker 
is unbearably proud of his fucking red hair, it's a shame". 


"We can't risk anything, Sir", the Chief of the Special command unit stoically answered after listening to James’ 


tirade without moving a muscle in his face. "We have to be prepared in any way if the person in question 


would attack without warning. The man seems to be a very dangerous criminal and he probably has killed 
estimated nine or ten persons, as far as we know, or he is responsible for the death of those victims by using 
the help of other criminals. So we might deal with a serial killer". 


"Nine or ten people?" Jason asked, deeply shocked. "Really?" 

"Yes, sir", the Chief answered. "I got information that the second autopsy of the three already dead and 
exhumed rock musicians resulted in the diagnosis of death by drug intoxication by cocaine and ecstasy AND 
poisoning by arsenic, thallium and barbiturates". 

"Shit", Stanley murmured. "The same mixture has killed my band mates, right?" 

"Exactly, sir. The now exhumed musicians had also visited the same club as Mr. Ulrich, Mr. Sixx and the dead 
musicians of your band ‘Welcome To Hell! before they had been found dead. And another rock musician died six 
month ago during his flight from London to New York, also because of drug intoxication. Nobody thought of 
him being poisoned by other substances because he was a well-known and heavy drug abuser .. The FBI now is 
involved in the case and has ordered to exhume the corpse. Their forensics want to do another autopsy, too". 
"| really hate the sound of those words", James murmured. 


Jason laid his arm around James's waist and James thankfully looked at him. 


"| still can't believe that Dave and Junior are serial murderers", Tommy said. "Dave might be an asshole .. a 


really big asshole - but why should he kill other musicians .. Well, preferring guitarists as it seems". 
"Because he's jealous, maybe", James speculated and shrugged. "He always was’. 

"Why should he? He is a brilliant guitarist himself". 

"But we threw him out of Metallica", James answered. "Well, it was his own fault but he still believes we did 
that because we thought that Kirk would be much better than he, so we had to get rid of him to bring Kirk 
in. AND his brain is completely fucked up in the meantime because of his drug and alcohol abuse. He might be 
paranoid, suspecting that every other guitarist would try to blame him by playing better than he does, so he 
would look like an idiot". 

"Aaawww, come on, James, this sounds a little too speculative", Tommy meant, raising his brows in disbelief. 


James glanced at him with blank eyes and shrugged. 


‘In Dave's case you can't be too speculative, believe me. The guy is completely nuts. Just think about the 


stupid things he usually tells the journalists .. Its totally fucked-up". 


"Okay, that's right. Mustaine IS out of his mind. But Junior? What about him? Don't tell me he is paranoid, too. 


Besides, he plays the bass and | can't believe that he wants to kill lead guitarists. He would rather kill bass 
players - but why should he?" 


"Junior does what Dave wants him to do, believe me. Junior is just a slave. A slave without any rights .. Dave 
would beat him up badly if he would just open his mouth and try to protest”. 


"Oh, come on! That's ridiculous. | can't believe nonsense like .." 

"You better believe it", Jason calmly threw in now. "Junior loves Dave .. Or has loved him. | don't know if he is 
still in love - or in fear of Dave .. But he always followed Dave's rules because he didn't knew otherwise, and 

he also knows that he'd get beaten up by Dave if doesn't kiss his master's feet whenever his master wishes 

to get kissed his feet. And don't you forget that Dave drugged him up, too. So, Junior never had a chance to 

get out of his misery. He was pretty naive when he met Dave, and Dave did everything to make him stay the 
naive farm boy". 

Tommy didn't know what to say now. He scratched his head, wordlessly glaring at James and Jason. 

Stanley was shocked, too. He ran his fingers through his blonde hair several times then sighed. 

"That's awful", he murmured. "Really awful. What a monster". 


"Exactly", James said. 


His blue eyes and his facial expression showed no emotion. 


The musicians and the Metallica crew had been brought to their hotel by armored limousines and buses. The 
Interpol agents and the bodyguards checked every room and suite before letting the musicians or the techs 
and assistants inside. The curtains were drawn shut to make sure that the rooms couldn't be looked in from 


the outside. 


The security people had decided that all four musicians had to share a suite to make it easier to protect 


them. 


Of course, this was okay for James and Jason but Stanley gave a groan and rolled his eyes as he got it that 


he had to share a bed with the Mötley drummer. 


"What's your problem, asshole?" Tommy furiously hissed at him. "The bed is king-size. There's fucking enough 
room for two guys to sleep in". 


"But l'm used to sleep alone". 


"That's of no interest, fucker. You have to sleep in this bed - with me - or you might sleep on the floor. 


Whatever. But | hope you don't snore. If you start to snore you'll regret that. A lot". 


Stanley visibly swallowed, anxiously staring at Tommy who was much taller than he. Then he looked over at 


James and Jason. 
‘Could | sleep in your bedroom, too?" 
"No way", James said, grinning evilly. 


"Oh, PLEEAASSEE! | really think its much too risky to sleep in a bed with a madman who suffers from Impulse 


Control Disorder, king-size or not .. Please! | won't disturb you, | swear", Stanley desperately pleaded. 

"Dude, | don't like to have an audience by fucking Jason through the mattress", James gave back with a grin 
"Oh, my god’, Stanley moaned. "I'm doomed". 

Jason smiled and patted Stanley's shoulder. 


"Don't worry, dude. Tommy isn't as bad as you might think at the moment. Actually, he's a very, very nice 
guy. You'll see". 


"If he snores l'Il kill him", Tommy muttered. 


Just a split second later he nearly lost his balance because Stanley grabbed him by his t-shirt all of a sudden 
then closed his fingers around Tommy's right wrist in a steely grip. 


Tommy gave a yelp and tried to free his arm but without effect. He stared at Stanley, wide-eyed, completely 
taken by surprise. 


James and Jason grinned in amusement. 


"So", Stanley calmly said, glancing at Tommy without the slightest sign of fear. "Lets talk about the correct 
behavior of a certain drummer who dares to assume he might be worthy to share a bed with a certain lead 
guitarist who-should-not-be-named. Well, if said drummer wishes to be honored with a favor like that he has 
to follow the rules of said lead guitarist .. Those rules don't allow any snoring, not even breathing without 
asking for permission, also it isn't allowed to move in any way or to speak. AND it is strictly forbidden to 
touch or to attack said lead guitarist with the perverted intention to start sexual activity of any kind. IS THAT 
CLEAR?" 


"Huh? What ... what ... | mean .." 


"IS THAT CLEAR?" 


Tommy swallowed and glanced at James and Jason. They laughed helplessly and Jason wiped away his tears. 
"Assholes", Tommy murmured. 
Then he looked back at Stanley. 


"You have to know that MY manners are flawless, my dear friend, if yours are flawless, too. But .. Do you 


snore?" 
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James hopped back three large steps, very hastily, as two heavily armed guys of the SWAT-team decided to 


cross the stage just millimeters in front of James and his microphone all of a sudden. 
They had their machine guns ready. But they would have looked impressive without those guns, too, because 
they both were very tall and had broad shoulders - all Marines-like as James thought. Without the slightest 


sign of humor, too. 


To make things worse they were completely covered up in black - helmet with black visors, black bullet 


protection outfit, heavy army boots and black leather gloves. 


In addition to the machine guns they were armed with 45 Mag Colt pistols, lots of already loaded up bullet 


magazines attached to their outfit, teasers and combat knives. 

And - worst - they didn’t even look at James as they passed him, and he swore under his breath. One of 
those fuckers nearly would had bumped his machine gun into his precious white Explorer if James’ reflexes 
hadn't been fast enough. 

“That's it!" he hissed. Waves of hatred shook his body. "That's enough now!" 

Because he had stopped playing and singing Jason and Stanley had looked over at him, stopping sound check 
playing, too. 

Tommy hadn't got it and still banged on his - or Lars' - drums with full force, adding a lot of drum fills in an 
insane speed Lars never would have thought of. It was easily to be seen that he loved drumming. He happily 
grinned like an idiot to himself. 


Stanley and Jason had reached James' who still was fuming. 


"James, what's the matter?" Jason asked, looking alarmed. He held his bass close to his body. "Don't you feel 


good? Tell me .. You really don't look good. Kinda pale". 


James just snorted and glanced at the guys of the SWAT team. On both sides of the large stage were a lot 
more of them. They watched the stage, the empty rows of the stadium, the roadies, the techs - everybody. 


Except the musicians. 

Jason followed James’ glance. 

"Oh, | understand. They really don't fit in well into our show". 

"Two of those fuckers nearly rammed me down without even noticing me, just some minutes ago", James 
furiously growled. "They are supposed to protect us. They are NOT supposed to kill us! This isn't supposed to 
be a battlefield" 

‘lm sure they didn't mean .." Jason started to answer but James stopped him dead. 

"They DID mean And they still mean that we are just some unworthy and ugly insects or slimy jellyfish 
without the right to even exist, so we might be more than happy to be ignored by the fuckers because if we 
would do a wrong move we also could get shot down in the blink of an eye .. Friendly fire, or whatever!" 

"Oh, come on’, Stanley said. "This is ridiculous. The guys are just doing their job". He silenced his guitar by 
laying his flat hand onto the strings because his amps gave a shrill wail. "Maybe they are a little overly 
motivated, that's true, but we can't tell them they just should take it easy and hang around a little bit, can't 
we?" 

"Well, that's right", James growled. "But | don't fucking like to be ignored like this". 


Jason grinned and patted James’ cheek. 


"Are we all big rock star now, baby? Did those bad, bad boys hurt your rock star feelings?" he cooed. "Daddy 
will get them punished without mercy for hurting his sweet little rock star baby .." 


"Daddy will get punished by his sweet little rock star baby himself", James hissed at him, trying to stare him 
down with the Mighty-Hetfield-death-stare. "Without mercy!" 


Jason just smiled and patted James' cheek once more. 


“Sounds good’, he softly answered, batting his eyelashes at James. "| nearly cant wait for it". 


While James and Jason stood frozen, greedily looking at each other Stanley gave a groan 


| really don't know why you always have to think about sex", he said with a snort. "This isn't the time or the 


place .." 


‘Its always the time and the place", James threw in without looking at Stanley. "Seems you have to get laid A 
LOT more first, fucker, before you might reach the status of an expert, if you know what | mean". 


Stanley gritted his teeth. 
"Oookaaayy!" he hissed. "So, go on, asshole. | wanna see the show. Live, of course. On the spot!" 


James still stared at Jason. After some seconds he briefly shot a glance over at Stanley out of the corners of 


his eyes without moving his head then looked back at Jason, again 

Jason bit his lower lip to keep himself from grinning too much. 

"I'm waiting", Stanley mentioned, tapping his foot. 

James narrowed his steely blue eyes. His upper lip slightly twitched as he glanced at Stanley. 


He looked great and would had been a perfect Clint Eastwood double but they had a sound check to do, so 
Jason sighed, ready to end the charade. 


James cramped his fingers around the fretboard of his guitar while he tried to stare Stanley down. 
"You need some help to get up little Jamie?" Stanley asked, blue eyes all innocent. "Should | lend you a hand?" 


At the very same moment James jumped at him Jason gripped James' left upper arm, stopping him dead. His 


fingers tug into James' biceps while his own arm muscles tensed up, his grip steely and mercilessly. 
James tried to rip his arm off Jason's grip but failed. 
"Let go, fucker", he growled. "I wanna kill the little shit". 


"Aaww, James", Jason sighed. He didn't let go. "You can't kill everybody who's just pulling your leg. Come on. 


Calm down". 
"Fuck off! Didn't you hear what the little shit said right into my face?" 


"| did hear that. He offered you a hand job", Jason answered with a grin. "I wouldn't turn that down too quickly. 


You can always use a hand job". 


James looked at him with blank eyes for a moment then he started to smile and turned his head. 


"Jason's right’, he said, grinning viciously at Stanley. "Would you like to do it right here on stage, or should we 
go backstage?" 


Jason was sure that Stanley would have tried to knock James out cold with his guitar if the singer would have 
just touched him with a finger. Fortunately there was no need to stop the both idiots from shredding up their 
guitars because the Chief of the Security team and the PA in charge of the Metallica crew waved them over 
to the side of the stage. 


The musicians handed over their instruments to their techs and hurried over to the side, cautiously scanning 


around for guys with machine guns, nervous trigger fingers and no sense of humor. 

"This is all Mustaine's fault", James murmured. "The ammunition won't be wasted on his ass, l'd say. The more 
the better. Fuck! | should have brought my own guns! .. Do you think | can ask the fuckers to borrow me two 
or three of their machine guns, Jase?" 

"Shut up, James!" 

"Agawwww, come on...” 

James had to quit whining because they had reached the side of the stage. 

Now, Tommy had got it that they had stopped playing and had left the drum riser to join them. 


"What's up?" he asked after he had removed his ear plugs. 


Sweat covered his bare chest, shoulders and tattooed arms, and he stroked back his sweaty hair. He still held 


his drumsticks in his right hand. He was very tall and muscular. 


James looked him up and down, comparing him to Lars. There was no question about who of them was the 
better drummer. 


Tommy was. 
Techni cally. 


But just one drummer was able to drum AND to do all the paperwork and the management shit to make 
Metallica run. 


Lars. 


So, James smiled and concentrated on their PA who told them that Nikki Sixx had regained consciousness in the 


meantime. He still needed some assisted respiration by his tracheotomy and was very weak but his kidneys had 


started to work again 
"Oh, my god", Tommy whispered. "Oh, my god, oh, my god! Nikki! He .. he will live? Tell me. Will he live?" 


He had his left fist pressed against his trembling lips, digging his teeth into his fingers. His eyes had filled up 


with tears in no time. 

"The doctors said yes, if I've got Kirk and Mick Mars right as they called after they had talked to them .." 
"JAMES! HOLD HM!" Jason cried out all of a sudden. 

But James already had caught the tall drummer with both arms around his waist and back and held his limp 
body close to his. Tommy's head had been fallen onto James’ shoulder and rolled to the side. His eyes were 


closed. 


James had noticed the brief fluttering of Tommy's eyelids and had acted by reflexes as Tommy lost 


consciousness. 

Now the other men helped him to carefully lay Tommy down onto the floor. 

Two paramedics showed up immediately to take care about him, and James stroked Tommy's pale cheek with 
the back of his fingers. He still felt bad because he had knocked him out cold at the security check at 


Heathrow Airport. 


But Tommy started to moan just two minutes later and opened up his eyes two minutes after that. He blinked, 
a little disorientated at first. 


"Get some drink’, James said, smiling at him. He supported Tommy with one arm to lift his head and with his 
other hand he held a plastic cup full of ice tea to his lips. 


"Come on. You'll feel better after that. Your blood pressure is much too low". 


Tommy looked at him with his eyes wide then opened up his lips. James poured some of the tea into his mouth 


and Tommy swallowed. They repeated the maneuver over and over again until the cup was empty. 
James was very patient and carefully. 


Tommy was covered up with a blanket in the meantime and had another folded blanket beneath his head. 
Security personnel made sure that the musicians and their helpers stayed undisturbed. 


James put away the empty cup and took the next one with fresh ice tea. Jason had held it out to him. 


But this time Tommy sat up and took the cup off James' hand. His fingers still trembled a little. He brought 
the cup to his lips and drained it in no time because he was very thirsty. He hadn't realized his loss of body 


fluids while sound check because he had been absorbed by drumming - and thinking about Nikki. 
It had been all about Nikki. 


Nothing else mattered. 
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Tommy Lee growled the lyrics to "Enter Sandman’ while he whirled a pair of drumsticks through the air, 
hitting on an imaginary drum set. He wasn't a born singer and his voice was completely out of key what didn't 
keep him from giving his best: 


James groaned in pain as Tommy hit several wrong notes in a row. 


„This is awful. Do they let him sing in Motley?" James whispered, looking at Tommy Lee out of the corners of 
his eyes. "And do you think he'll be able to play that gig without passing out again?" 


Jason who sat beside James on the couch of their dressing room gave a light nod. 
“Absolutely. Don't worry, James. Why should he pass out once more? Its Tommy Lee." 
James sighed and hung his head. 


Jason lifted his hand and ran his fingertips along James's cheek, stroking it lovingly and softly. James turned 


his head and looked at him, his blue eyes showing off his anxiety. 


"Hey", Jason softly said in a low tone, smiling at him. "His collapse during sound check on stage wasn't caused 


by that knock-out from the security check on Heathrow Airport". 

"| still feel guilty about that," James whispered 

"| know. But | think one thing has nothing to do with the other one" 

inane 

"Absolutely. Tommy collapsed because he hadn't noticed his exsiccation while drumming during our sound check, 


so his blood pressure had been too low as he ran up to meet us at the stage's side, and then he got the 
information that Nikki was awake and in better shape .. THAT caused the collapse. He .. he has a crush on 


Nikki." 

James stared at him, his eyes wide. "What? Tommy ... and Nikki?" 

"Of course." 

"No way. They are both married" James shook his head in disbelief. 

"Well, we both know that a marriage doesn't mean that a guy won't have a crush on another guy ... | always 
had a crush on you, and | had been married myself, sweetheart," Jason said with a grin. "Stupid idea, and | 
really don't know why | thought it would be necessary but as we know it didn’t last very long .." 


James giggled. "| remember that you used to be stoned out of your brain most of the time. Really funny.” 


"Hahaha! Yeah, really funny,” Jason pouted then grinned again. "I don't remember a lot. But | still know | married 


her to stop the rest of the band call me a fucking fag ... Well, | liked her, too, what helped a lot." 


James covered his face with his hands and groaned in shame as he thought about the things the band had 


done to Jason to make him feel uncomfortable. 


Jason ran his fingers through James’ blond hair, and James lifted his head and looked at him with those blue 


eyes Jason loved so much. 


He had been in love with James since he had joined the band and had suffered a lot because of being treated 
like trash because they hated him for not being Cliff. So he tried to get stoned or drunk whenever possible to 


keep his sadness as low leveled as he could. There always was enough alcohol to get drunk until passing out. 


Lars and Kirk did a lot of cocaine what made them vicious and slightly paranoid while James seemed to be 
drunk all the time. He started drinking the moment he woke up from his alcohol induced coma of the night 
before with a hangover of best quality. 


But after a while James seemed to have lost interest in mistreating Jason pretty much faster than Kirk and 
Lars. He still called him names and yelled at him but Jason finally got it that James did that just in the 


presence of their band mates or other people. 


While Kirk and Lars increased the amounts of drugs they abused James fought on his own for staying as 
sober as he could. 


More than once Jason - his roommate most of the time while touring - found him lay in bed in a very bad 


shape, trembling and sweating all over his body, too weak to even hold a glass of water. 

Jason never had commented that. He just helped. He cleaned up James' shaking body, got him to the bathroom 
whenever necessary, got him some water and iced tea to drink and held the glasses if James wasn't able to do 
so because of his tremor. 


He looked after him all the time. 


He also looked after him whenever James lost his battle against the alcohol again and again, falling back in his 


old drinking habits. 
No judging. 
Kirk and Lars were busy with themselves. They didn't realize what was going on and how hard James struggled. 


At the same time Jason also didn't realize something essentially because he never would have thought about 


James NOT being the very straightest guy on Earth he ever had met. 

To be touched by James, or having James' arm around his shoulders did a lot to Jason but he always had 
been sure that it meant nothing to James. Well, those blue eyes seemed to follow Jason's every smallest 
movement but just because James wanted to know what his personnel was doing at the moment. 

Jason never would have thought about James being interested in him. 

So he completely had been taken by surprise as James finally had told him that he had wanted to get sober 
because he was in love with Jason since a long time and wanted to be with him. And that he wanted to be with 
Jason without being a drunken asshole any longer. 


It felt so right to both of them. 


And it had been good from the very beginning on, from the very first kiss and touch as lovers. 


"Hey guys," Tommy stopped his air drumming and smiled at them. "What do you think about letting me sing one 
or two of our songs? They are pretty easy to sing, I'd say." 


‘Over my dead body," James growled. "Easy to sing, my ass .. Wanna play the lead guitar, too, fucker? Its also 
fucking pretty easy." 


Tommy grinned and opened his mouth to answer. 

"That's not very precise," Stanley threw in before Tommy could do so. He ran his fingers along the fretboard 
of his Flying V without a pause. "If you aren't used to Kirk's style you might have some problems. He is a very 
clean and fast player, especially when it comes to the highest frets. Personally, | like that." 

"Oh. Really?" James stared at the blond lead guitarist, a little stunned. 

"Absolutely," Stanley said. He didn't look at them because he went on practicing on his unplugged guitar. "And | 
also would be pleased if a certain guy who's just supposed to play the drums won't open up his mouth to sing 
because that would hurt my ears ..” 

"That's it. | gonna kill the little fucker! NOW!" Tommy furiously announced and got up from his chair. 


Stanley shot him a sharp glance. 


"What have | told you about the rules of a certain lead guitarist who-should-not-be-named?" he softly asked. 


"Did | give you permission to speak up, Lee?" 
Jason and James laughed. 
Tommy stared daggers at them. 


"You idiots! Why is this German fucking Nazi allowed to be such a fucking badass while | have to do everything 
he wants? That's so fucking wrong .." 


“Actually, I'm no German fucking Nazi," Stanley casually mentioned. "I'm Czech." 


"WHAT?" Tommy stared at him as if Stanley had grown feelers all of a sudden. "You are kidding us. | saw your 
fucking German passport as we checked in at Heathrow Airport" 


Stanley just shrugged. 

I'm really glad to hear that you are able to read, Lee, because | hadn't been sure about that .." 

Tommy gave a furious howl but Stanley stopped him. 

"But you are right. | HAVE a German passport, and | do live in Germany. But | was born in the former Republic 
of Czech and Slovakia, and | had been lucky enough to get out in time before the KGB decided to drag my 
musician's ass up to Siberia because during Soviet government they always needed fresh personnel to do their 


slavery work in one of their icy punishment camps." 


"Oh shit," Jason murmured. "But what have you done to get them angry?" 


"Nothing," Stanley calmly said. "| was just a kid. My family didn't like the Soviet government, and my parents 
were crazy enough to mention that fact to the wrong people ... Well, everybody who lived on the wrong side of 
the iron curtain at that time was supposed to love the Soviet government. If he did not he logically had to be 
a spy of capitalism and had to get eliminated. The Secret Services always breathed down your neck, and not in 
a friendly way." 

"How did you get out?" Jason asked. 

"Luckily they threw my parents and me out because we didn't fit in. Well, not without taking some baksheesh 
from the Germans beforehand for letting us cross the fucking border without being shot .. There were 
several other people who got out, too. The Germans handed over some Soviet spies in exchange as far as | got 


it. Of course, some more baksheesh, too. | didn't care." 


His left fingers stopped running along the fretboard of his guitar, the right hand with the pick didn't move, too, 


as Stanley looked at his fellow musicians, smiling. 

"Funny, how the Soviet government finally lost control and everything fell apart .. Last year | visited the small 
town where | have been born, and | have to admit that | couldn't hold back some tears because | was so 
shocked because the houses looked like ruins. Its sad .. But | think it's getting better now." 

Tommy sat down again and ran his fingers through his black hair. He pitifully glanced at Stanley. 

"Hey man, that's awful. Really awful. Did the fuckers from Secret Service beat you up or let you starve?" 
"Sometimes," Stanley said, his tone very seriously. "And the usual tortures, of course.” 


He winked at James and Jason while Tommy stared at him as if he would see an alien. 


"Tortures? Really?" he whispered, eyes wide open. "This is AWFUL! Like those in the ‘James Bond movies, 


perhaps, when they wanna make the spies talk?" 


"Worse," Stanley answered, his look gloomy. "I don't want to give you details because you might get nightmares 


if | would do so" 
Tommy visibly swallowed several times. 


In the meantime James and Jason had tried hard to keep themselves from laughing out too loud. James bit 


down on his fist while Jason giggled into the nape of James’ neck, his face in James’ hair. 
"Awful!" Tommy breathed. 


That was it. 


Now, James and Jason started laughing uncontrollably, nearly falling off the couch. Stanley just grinned. 
Tommy had no idea what was going on and blankly looked from one musician to the other. 
"WHAT? Are you fucking crazy? This isn't funny ...” 


There was no time to let him know about the cause of James’ and Jason's laughing fit because two of 


Metallica's guitar techs and a PA, followed by the Chief of the SWAT team, entered the dressing room. 


"Guys, get ready," the PA said. "It's showtime." 
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Chapter 20 
The spotlight was on Jason as they entered the stage to the last notes of "The Ecstasy of Gold’, immediately 
launching into "For Whom the Bell Tolls”. 


Jason did a great show with his bass and the weird sound effects of the intro, and the audience went wild as 
always by seeing and hearing their favorite band. 


Lots of people had come to Paris just because of the Metallica concert. Maybe, some of them thought about 
visiting the Eiffel tower, too, or having a look at the famous Mona Lisa at the Musée dLouvre, but not for 
first. 

On both sides of the stage the bodyguards and the guys of the special unit command were ready to bring 
down and secure the musicians whenever necessary. Tommy Lee had tried to give the rock star diva once 
more because he didn't want to wear the bullet protection vest but without luck. 

So he sat behind the drums, the vest over his bare chest, doing one insane drum fill after another. 


Stanley stood in the background while James started to sing, and of course everybody looked at James. 


As Stanley launched into the guitar solo he slowly crossed the stage with a spotlight onto him, and so 
everybody in the audience got it that the blond haired lead guitarist wasn't Kirk. 


Then the cameras caught Tommy Lee, too, and the fans started to yell. 

Luckily, the band had finished the song and James was at the microphone. 

"Hey, guys .. Yeah .. Thank you for coming tonight to Paris. | want you to have a great evening and we'll do our 
very best to deliver the show the Metallica family deserves .. But .. Yeah, right .. but as you might have 
noticed we had to replace the drummer and the lead guitarist for this show, and you may also got it from TV 


or press that Lars Ulrich is still in hospital because some insane asshole tried to poison him .." 


The whole stadium went wild, everybody yelling and shouting. 


"LARS, LARS, LARS!" 
James held up his hands. 


‘Lars would be happy to be here and to play the gig himself but the doctors won't allow that ... But Kirk had 
to stay in London, too, to keep Lars calm and to watch about him because the police hasn't yet busted the 
killer .. Yeah, it's a killer ‘cause several other musicians already have died, and two other rockstars are in 


hospital for intensive medical care, too ..." 
He waited until the roaring crowd was ready to listen to him once more then continued, 
"Well, and because we don't wanna let our fans - the Metallica family - down Jason and | decided to play the 


show with replacement personnel on lead guitar and drums, and to give two other guys the chance to show us 


what kind of musicians are out there in the dark where nobody ever would see them .. Sorry, sorry, where 


EVERYBODY would see them .." 


Tommy had thrown a drumstick at him but James just grinned and jumped out of the way. Tommy grinned, 
too, and showed him the middle finger. 


The fans loved it. 

“Alright, the drummer clearly isn't shy, and I'm pretty sure, most of you know him very well ... H's TOMMY 
LEE from Mötley Crue," James announced. "And on lead guitar we have STANLEY NESVARBA from Welcome To 
Hell!" 


Tommy stood on his drum stool, a pair of drumsticks in every hand, and waved at the applauding crowd, 
grinning like an idiot. Stanley had a lot of fans, too, as James and Jason got now. 


Especially females who hysterically called out his name. 


Stanley just smiled, looking around innocently while picking the bras and panties what had been thrown at him 
off his guitar, handing them over to his guitar tech. 


James and Jason stared at each other for a moment then both laughed. 
James gripped the microphone, laughing. "Hey, the guy has just played ONE song and already gets these nice 


underwear thingies .. Wow! Jason and | could need some new bras, too, by the way .. But for first ... l'm 


CREEEEPING DEEAATHHH!" 


The show went on extremely well. The audience loved the "replacements", and both Stanley and Tommy had no 


problems to fit in. 


While Jason did his bass solo James watched him from the side of the stage where he wasn't to be seen. Two 
men of the special command unit stood in front of him, clothed in black from head to toe, their machine guns 
ready to get fired up if necessary. James saw the forefinger of every man lightly rest at the trigger of the 

gun, and he knew that none of them would have hesitated to pull the trigger. 


Jason tortured his bass as usual, adding as much distortion and sound effects as he wanted to get his bass 
sound like a roaring monster from hell. At the same time he never stood still but moved all over the stage like 


a whirlwind. 


James felt a deep warmth inside his body as he watched Jason He loved him so much and wanted to see and 


to touch him all the time. 


A light slap against his shoulder made him jump. But there wasn't any danger. Tommy grinned at James while 
Stanley entered the stage to take over from Jason and to play his guitar solo. 


He hadn't wanted to do a solo at first because he didn't want to plagiarize Kirk but the others had told him 
that he won't get away with it. 


So, he had to play the solo but he did his own stuff what was pretty good, too. And he got a lot of nice 
underwear again, also some small stuffed plush animals. The fans threw them onto the stage, trying to get 
their presents near the guitarist. 


Stanley gave some of them a pleased and slightly seducing smile then turned and charmingly smiled to another 
group of screaming girls while he made his guitar cry, his right foot on the wah pedal. 


"If the little shit is planning to fuck one groupie after the other after the show in OUR bed all night long | 


gonna kill him", a voice behind James’ growled. "I don't wanna get kicked all night ..." 
Tommy, of course. 
James just rolled his eyes. Jason slapped Tommy's shoulder and laughed. 


"Don't worry, dude,” he said, grinning evilly. "Remember - the bed is KINGSIZE!" 


To Jason's luck they had to enter the stage now for "Nowhere Else to Roam" during the sitar intro because 
Tommy had given him a very sinister look, murmuring something about “another certain guy who also could 


have an accident pretty soon’. 


The show was exhausting for all of them. The bullet protection vests and the heat of the stage lights and the 


flame throwers got them sweating all over. 

Tommy was behind the drum set but Jason, James and Stanley continuously scanned the crowd, the sides of 
the stage, the technicians, camera men, everybody near them, over and over again to get a glimpse of the 
enemy. 

The red haired enemy. 

Of course, they had to do an encore. 

Jason took over the lead vocals of "Seek € Destroy". As always James made the audience sing the refrain 
while the house lights were on. Now the musicians weren't blinded by the stage lights any longer and quickly 


glanced around once more, searching for redheads, or dangerous looking guys in general. 


James knew it was stupid because not even Mustaine would have been insane enough to show up in front of 
the stage or near the stadium. 


But every time he spotted a guy with reddish hair inside the mass of screaming fans he nearly got a heart 
attack. 


As they finally left the stage the bodyguards and special unit command officers escorted them back to the 


dressing rooms. 
I'm dead," Tommy groaned and fell down onto the couch. 


The towel he had wrapped around his head got lose and covered up his face now. He didn't move a muscle to 


do anything against it. 
Jason touched Tommy's naked arm with an already opened up bottle of iced tea “C'mon, get a drink, dude." 


Tommy snorted but grabbed at the bottle then shoved the towel off his face and downed the iced tea in no 


time. 


"Good boy," James said and grinned. He sat down beside Tommy and patted the drummer's thigh. "You have 


done your very best, so you may get a little time to relax now." 


"Aaawwww! Your sets are fucking too long," Tommy moaned. He rubbed the nape of his neck. "Or maybe Lars’ 


drums are too small for me. Whatever. | gonna get a stiff neck" 


He glanced over at Stanley who sat on a chair, drinking some water and trying to catch his breath. 


"YOU!" 
Stanley nearly jumped. He stared at Tommy. 
"What?" 


"Hah!" Tommy sneered. "| don't buy that |'m-just-a-harmless-blond-guitarist-with-blue-eyes number any 


longer, asshole!" 

"Sorry?" Stanley shook his head. "What's going on .." 

"Tell you what: if you'll drag just ONE groupie inside our bed to fuck her I'll kill you. And the groupie too. 
BEFORE the fucking, of course. | don't wanna sleep in a same bed with a perverted motherfucker who obviously 


thinks about fucking groupies all night long." 


Stanley looked from him to Jason and James. "He's mad, right?" he asked. "He MUST be mad. Are you sure he 


isn't dangerous?" 


"Aaaawwww, Tommy's harmless," Jason answered, laughing. "Don't listen to him. He talks a lot but always 


nonsense.” 


"What's that supposed to mean, asshole?" Tommy barked at Jason 


There wasn't enough time for an answer because the door got open and one of the assistants brought in a 


guest. The man had passed security without problems because he had a VIP backstage pass. 
And a long red mare. 

Mustaine. 

Everybody was frozen in shock, staring at Dave Mustaine without a move or word. 

Dave looked around, confused, then he lifted his arms, smiling. 


"Hey, guys, I'm sorry about Lars and Kirk ... I've heard the news some hours ago, and | just want you to know 


that you can count on me if you need my help .." 


He wasn't able to say more because James' right fist made hard contact with his jaw. Dave stumbled back and 
lifted his arms to stop James but just a split second later he was pressed against the next wall, and James 


fingers were around his neck. Dave desperately tried to loosen the grip because he urgently needed to breathe 
but James didn't give in. 


"You are sorry, fucker?" he hissed into Dave's face. "Lars nearly died. Nikki and Keith are still half dead, and 
the band mates of Stanley ARE dead. And you are just SORRY?" 


He violently shook Dave who was near unconsciousness. 
"James, James, he's suffocating, stop it!" Tommy yelled. 


He and Jason tried to pull James away from Dave. Several security guys now had noticed what was going on 


and had entered the dressing room, too. They held Dave to stop him from collapsing onto the floor. 
James struggled against Tommy and Jason to get free but they held him, too 

"James, stop iH" Jason firmly said. "He may be a murderer but you are none.” 

Dave coughed and breathed in and out hard. 

"Who is a murderer?" he hoarsely croaked in protest. "What the fuck are you talking about?" 


"As if you wouldn't know that, asshole!" James hissed. "You poisoned all our friends, and a lot of other 


musicians ..." 

"WHAT?" Dave ripped open his eyes. His face was red now. "You must be mad! How dare you ..” 

Loud shouts from outside the dressing room stopped them. The next moment a roadie ran in, shaking all over. 
"IFs .. its Ellefson .. please, come quick .. We found him, and he's .." 


"JUNIOR!" Dave yelled. 


He was out of the room as fast as a lightning flash, and the others followed him and the roadie to the 


bathroom where David Ellefson seemed to be. 
As they entered the room they stopped and stood, deeply shocked. 


Junior laid on his back on the tiles of the bathroom, arms and legs sprawled. His long hair was fanned out onto 


the dirty tiles, his eyes closed. His slightly open lips had a blue color. 


The needle of the syringe he had used still stuck inside the vein on his left lower arm but there was blood on 
his arm and the tiles, too. The drug user tools laid nearby. 


"OH NO!" 
Dave fell to his knees and touched Junior's pale face with shaking fingers. 


"Junior! Junior, please don't do this to me," he desperately whispered. "No. Please, no." 
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Chapter 21 


Please, help me 
‘Cause there's a man in the shadow 
He's waiting for me 


A man without a face 


His sickle with the cold glinting blade 
Is ready to strike 
Without a sound 


| know 
He won't disappear 


He'll take my life 


Please - get him go away! 


„Damn it!" James hissed. „Jason, come on. The same setting as last time?" 
"Yeah," Jason gave back. 


He already had grabbed Dave's shoulder to shove the sobbing guitarist away from the lifeless body of his 
bass player. But Dave clung to the body and didn't want to let go. 


"No, no, no .. Junior, open your eyes .. PLEASE, talk to me .. Oh baby, don't die, please." 
With some quick steps Tommy was there and wordlessly gripped Dave's shirt, one hand pulling hard at the 
collar what strangled him. Dave gasped for air then tried to free himself. The very same moment he took his 


arms off Junior Tommy got Dave around the waist and mercilessly dragged him away, still strangling him. 


He brought Dave down at the floor some feet away where he pinned him down and let go of Dave's shirt 


collar. Dave gasped and panted but tried to struggle just some seconds later. Of course, without a chance 


because 
Tommy now sat on Dave's ass, securing the legs of the guitarist with his own lower legs. With his left hand in 
the nape of Dave's neck he easily held him down. Dave squealed and yelled but Tommy held him, completely 


unimpressed. 


In the meantime James had knelt down onto the tiled floor of the bathroom at the left side of David Ellefson, 


and the fingers of his right hand palpated Ellefson's neck in search for a pulse of the arteria carotis. 

At the same time he grabbed at the syringe, pulled the needle out of the vein at Junior's left lower arm and 
threw the syringe to the side. Dark blood immediately started to pour out of the puncture wound, tripping 
onto the dirty tiles beneath Junior's arm. 


James' fingers finally found a very small pulse at Junior's neck. It was very irregular and slow - but there 


was a pulse. 
"He isn't dead," James said. "I have a pulse." 


Jason who knelt at Junior's right side already had his hand on Junior's chest after he had shoved up the 
Megadeth t-shirt. His fingertips felt for the heartbeat. It was very weak but palpable. 


"His heart is beating," Jason calmly said. "But his breathing is insufficient." 


He grabbed at Junior's jaw to open up his mouth while he reclined the unconscious man's head. Then he shoved 


two fingers inside Junior's mouth to remove foreign objects and to clean it up if Junior had thrown up. 

This hadn't been happened but Jason picked two pills off Junior's tongue and briefly looked at them before he 
handed them over to Tommy who was at his side now because two security men had taken over to hold the 
struggling Dave down. 

Tommy took a closer look at the wet pills. 

"That's Ecstasy," he snorted. "What an idiot. Shooting up and taking that shit at the same time." 

He held up the spoon what had been used for cooking up the drug Junior had shot. The underside was black 
from getting heated by a lighter. Tommy shook his head then glanced at Dave who was now in a kneeling 
position at the tiled floor, still held by the security men, sobbing and trembling. 

"He must shoot up quite a long time," he hissed at Dave. "Don't you tell me you haven't got that” 


"He .. he has been clean," Dave whined. "He IS clean ..| absolutely know that he doesn't any drugs .." 


"Yeah, and the tooth fairy is real, too," Jason murmured and bent lower to press his lips onto Junior's for 


artificial breathing. 


He had done the same for Lars without problems. But this time he had to fight down his aversion because he 
thought about Junior being a killer. He was giving his breath to a suspected serial murderer. This wasn't right: 
But he did the artificial breathing because he would have done that for every guy who wasn't able to breathe 


enough in case of unconsciousness. 


"That's good, Jase," James whispered. He had grabbed Junior's left hand to look at the color of the fingernails. 
"His fingernails ain't blue any longer. Go on, Jase." 


Jason just gave a groan then forcefully blew his breath into Junior's mouth once more. 


It seemed to be an eternity to James before two paramedics entered the bathroom in a hurry but in reality 
the man and the woman just had needed five minutes to get to the bathroom after they had received the 


emergency call of one of the security guys. 


"What happened?" the female paramedic asked while she already was busy to get the electrodes for the 


electrocardiography onto Junior's chest. 


Her colleague took over the artificial respiration by using an ambu-bag, and Jason was relieved. He sat up and 


wiped his lips. 


"Drug intoxication," James said. "| suppose. He still had the needle of a syringe inside his left lower arm ... And 
we found two Ecstasy pills in his mouth. He hadn't swallowed them." 


"I see," the female paramedic answered. "Do you know what kind of drug he injected?" 


"I'm not sure...” 


"Is cocaine." Tommy held up a small plastic bag. "But the shit tastes pretty weird." 
Again, he licked a small amount of the powder off his forefinger. 


"The stuff isn't clean," he then said "I guess the cocaine is mixed up with some pretty unhealthy chemical 
substances ... It looks slightly yellow, and that's not normal." 


| bet that it's the same stuff Lars had sniffed before he got paranoid and hallucinating," Jason threw in He 
looked at the paramedics, "He saw a ninja and snipers and feared they would kill him, so he tried to escape by 
climbing down the suite's balcony and would have fallen lots of stories down to the street. But Mr. Hetfield got 
him by his arms and dragged him back onto the balcony.” 


"Yeah," James said, sighing. "He was feverish and hysterically, so | got him into the shower to cool him down 


After that we brought him to bed and he was sleeping in no time we thought .. But all of a sudden he stopped 
breathing and his heart stopped, too. Mr. Newsted and | had to reanimate him until the emergency doctor and 


the paramedics reached his suite. Then he fell into a coma and nearly died" 
"The cocaine was mixed up with arsenic, some sulfur and thallium .. He was poisoned. And the same happened 


to Nikki Sixx from Mötley Crüe and to Keith Richards. Keith had sniffed the coke had a lot of whisky .. When 
Mr. Hetfield found him he was suffocating, so Mr. Hetfield had to do an artificial breathing." 


"I hope they are still alive," the paramedic said while she looked at the small electrokardiography monitor. 


"Yes, they are but Nikki Sixx needed dialysis because his kidneys had shut down, and Mr. Richards’ state still is 


very critically." 
"Don't you forget my three dead band mates," Stanley calmly said. "And the poor dead girl in Keith' bed." 


He stood near the wall with the pissoirs to make sure he was out of the way because he didn't want to hinder 
the paramedics to do their work. 


The woman briefly looked at him then back at the heart monitor. The "beep-beep-beep" caused by Junior's 


heartbeat came very irregularly and slowly. His blood pressure was very low, too. 
"Have they been poisoned by the same drug?" 


"Yes. The autopsies of the corpses are finished and there aren't any doubts about the deadly shit inside their 
bodies." 


"You got poisoned, too?" 


Stanley nodded. "I don't do drugs but | had some drinks - mixed up with lots of benzodiazepines and Ecstasy ... 
The same thing happened to Nikki Sixx. He is known as a heavy drug user but he had been clean and sober for 
a long time. He just had some cups of coffee and some sparkling water. The stuff has been in his coffee, and 


he got a pretty higher dose than |. But he hasn't died yet ." 


"| found those guys in Nikki's suite the morning after they had been in that club," Tommy added. "At first | 
thought they all had died but Stanley and Nikki were still alive. But the other three guys of Stanley's band had 
been dead." 


He was standing now, holding the bottle of the infusion Junior got after the paramedic had punctured a vein at 


the back of his right hand to get in a cannula for the infusion 


James had helped by handing over stripes of adhesive tape to the woman for fixing the cannula and the tube 
of the infusion 


"So all of you got poisoned in that club you had visited?" 
"Yes. There's no doubt about that," Stanley answered 

"That can't be true!" Dave Mustaine shouted 

His eyes were red from crying. "Don't tell shit like that! lve ordered the personnel to stop selling drugs as 
soon as | realized what was going on .. And its fucking wrong that the stuff what had been sold might have 


been poisoned. What a crazy fucking idea" 


"Shut upl" James yelled at him. "The cops have found lots of packages with the poisoned stuff and, surprise, 


surprise, your fingerprints are all over the plastic baggies, asshole!" 
Dave stared at him open-mouthed, deeply shocked. 


"That can't be true," he finally croaked. Tears ran down his cheeks. "No, no, no! That's not true .. Oh my god, 
Junior must have bought that poisoned stuff, too, and now he's dying .. Oh Junior, why? WHY?" 


He started to sob again uncontrollably, and his body shook. The security men still held him. 


"Junior, why have you done this?" he cried. "I thought ... | thought you ... you would be clean" 


At this moment two emergency doctors entered the bathroom in a hurry, also two other paramedics. 


The female paramedic informed them about everything while one of the doctors already knelt behind Junior's 


head to intubate him. 


After he was done the paramedic went on with artificial breathing, also they gave Junior pure oxygen over a 


nasal tube. 


The doctor controlled Junior's lungs with his stethoscope to make sure that the intubation tube was positioned 
right, and that both lungs got air. Then, he nodded at his colleague who had injected several ampullas of 


medicine into the infusion system. 


But the effect they had waited for was too small, and the heart rate of the unconscious man still was much 
too slow and his blood pressure stayed at a low level. The doctor at Junior's head pulled open his eyelids to 
look for the reaction of Junior's pupils to the bright light of his small lamp. 


James who still knelt beside Junior had to swallow hard as he noticed the dilated pupils which didn't react to 
the light in any way, as it seemed. 


But the emergency physician had a closer look at Junior's eyes. 


"A very light contraction," he said after he shone the light into Junior's eyes several times. "But there wasn't 


a gag reflex as | got him intubated and he has no pain reaction" 


"Oh, my god," Dave whimpered. He struggled against the security men but wasn't able to free himself. "LET ME 
GO! He's dying and | wanna hold him .. PLEASE!" 


The second doctor looked at him while he held out his hand for the syringe with the very long needle the 
female paramedic had prepared quickly. 


"You are Dave Mustaine, right?" he asked. 


"Yes .. yes, that's right .. Oh, please save his life .. Please, don't let him die .." Dave started to cry helplessly. 


His face already was wet from tears. 


"That's what we are trying to do," the doctor answered. "| gonna give him an intra-cardiac injection of 


adrenaline because his heart rate is much too slow." 


He turned and palpated Junior's thorax with his gloved hands then punctured the skin right under the left side 
of Junior's sternum and without hesitation he shoved the long needle of the syringe upwards into the left side 
of Junior's chest. As he deep enough he stopped and draw blood to make sure he had punctured the weak 
heart the he slowly injected the adrenaline. 


James felt tears in his eyes. He had seen another physician do exactly the same on Lars - along with electro- 
stimulating Lars‘ heart to get a sufficient circulation In Lars case it finally had worked and stabilized him 


enough to get transported to the hospital. J 


James didn't want to cry because he was supposed to hate David Ellefson but couldn't stop the tears running 
down his cheeks. Angrily he tried to wipe them away. 


Jason now knelt behind him, his hands on James' shoulders. 

‘It's okay, James," he whispered. 

James grabbed Jason's right hand and held onto it tightly. 

They all stared at the electrocardiography monitor. At first nothing happened and Dave gave a desperate howl. 
Then, all of a sudden, Junior's heartbeat quickened and his blood pressure rose. The monitor showed an 


increase of oxygen in Junior's blood. 


The physician slowly injected another ampulla of adrenaline into Junior's heart. James nearly didn't believe it 


but the intoxicated bassist started to breathe on his own. His breathing was irregularly and weakly, so he still 
needed the artificial breathing. Again, the doctor who knelt at Junior's head controlled the pupils with his lamp, 


and now there was a reaction. Junior's pupils contracted. Not very much but, nevertheless, they reacted. 


In the meantime another paramedic had brought in a stretcher. The both physicians had talked to another in 
French, and then decided that Junior was stabilized enough to transport him to the next hospital. 


James and Jason helped to lift Junior's limp body, and to carefully lay him down onto the stretcher. Then the 
paramedics got the stretcher up the secured Junior with security belts around his thorax, his hips and his 
thighs. The electrography device laid between Junior's slightly spread legs, also the small oxygen cylinder and 
the second bottle of Ringer's solution after the infusion had been stopped for the transport. 


"Lets get him out," the doctor, who had done the adrenaline injections into Junior's heart, said. 


Two security guys and Tommy followed as Junior was brought to the emergency ambulance but James and 
Jason stayed in the bathroom, still kneeling at the floor, exhausted. Stanley sat on the tiled floor at one of the 


walls. He was pale and stared down at the floor, not able to give a sound. 

Dave gave a sound and shouted, struggling against the security men 

"Let me go! | wanna get to the ambulance, too .. | wanna be at Junior's side .. LET ME GO!" 

But he had no chance. The men pulled Dave's arms to his back, and handcuffs clicked around his wrists. 

Dave cried out and tried to free his hands. He failed but tried it again and again. 

The commander of the SWAT-team had entered the room and stood in front of Dave now. Dave glanced up at 


him, not knowing what the man wanted from him. 


"Mr. Dave Mustaine," the commander calmly said. "I have to arrest you now because you are suspected of 


murder." 


Chapter 22 
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Chapter 22 

James and Jason looked down at the deadly pale and comatose man who laid on a bed of the intensive care unit. 
They had been allowed to see the patient. 

David Ellefson had been brought to the next Hospital in Paris. He was still in need of artificial respiration. 
Several infusions were running through tubes into his body. A venous catheter had been laid into a vein at the 
right side of his neck. 

"Shit," James murmured. "He won't make it." 

Jason had touched Junior's cold hand and stroked his arm now. 


"Let's hope your prognosis isn't right, James," he said in a low tone. "I don't want him to die." 


"Well, he is a murderer," James answered then sneered. "Maybe, he would prefer dying instead of rotting inside 
prison for the rest of his life." 


"Come on, it's not sure that he's a murderer! Why should he have shot up the poisoned cocaine? If he's 


involved in Dave's serial killing he would have known that the cocaine is mixed up with poisonous substances." 
James sighed and shrugged. He took a strand of Junior's long, soft hair and rubbed it between his fingers. 
"Maybe, he knew it but wanted to die because he couldn't stand the murdering any longer," he said. "Dave has 
been sure that Junior was clean, and there ain't any more needle puncture wounds on Junior's body the 
doctors have said, so | guess that Dave has been right" 


"Junior could have sniffed the coke," Jason answered, still stroking Junior's arm. 


"Okay, that's right, but why should he sniff up poisoned cocaine? Lars had sniffed up a small amount, and he 
nearly died from it." 


"| know. It doesn't make sense ... But .. but | think now that Junior is a victim, too, not an offender," Jason 


whispered and turned his head to look at James. 


James held the eye-contact. He was silent for a while then he nodded and lifted his hand to stroke Jason's 
cheek. 


"You may be right," he softly said. 


They both fetched stools and sat down beside the bed. James touched Junior's face and ran his fingertips over 
the pale cheeks and Junior's forehead, stroking back some strands of his hair what had been fallen about 


Junior's face. 


"Come on, Junior," he said, his voice calm but in an urgent tone. "Wake up, will you? Jason did such a great 


work with his artificial breathing to you, so you can't let him down now ... Open up your eyes, okay?" 
But nothing happened. Junior didn't move, and he didn't open up his eyes. 


"Hey, Junior .. Dave has got arrested and needs you .. He's suspected to have killed several musicians," Jason 
added. "If you don't help him he will have to stay in prison, or he could get sentenced with death penalty 
because he'll get delivered to the USA .. And you know what the penalty for murder in California is .. Do you 
want him to die by high voltage or by a deadly injection?" 


For a moment Junior's eyelids twitched but then he laid motionless as before. 


"COME ON NOW, FUCKER!" James growled right into Junior's face. "Dave will gonna get roasted on the electric 


chair, just because you refuse to wake up to help him!" 
Jason who held Junior's right hand felt the light twitching of Junior's fingers. 
"Go on, James," he said. "He has moved his fingers a little." 


James gave a nod then grabbed Junior's jaw. 

"You've heard me, right? So, let me tell you that Dave urgently needs your help .. But you idiot had to shoot 
up that poisoned shit and now you need intensive care. Dave thought you are dead and cried his eyes out. And 
now he's sitting in jail without a chance to get out .. At first he'll get raped by the gang leaders in that 
fucking prison, and if he'll survive that he'll get delivered from France to California, and then he'll be dead 
meat, that's for sure .. They'll drag him onto the electric chair and will kill him with high voltage electricity. 
I've heard that some prisoners won't die on the spot and very often they have to repeat that electric shock 
several times while the poor guy is cramping all over his body and loses control about his bladder and his 
bowels. You know what | mean ... It must be a pretty cruel death." 


Junior gave a low moan and his eyelids fluttered for a moment but he didn't open up his eyes. 


The screen of the electrography device showed an increase of his heart rate, and his blood pressure rose. 


"Oh, yes, you can do it," Jason said. "It's time to wake up, David," 


A nurse came into the small room because the personnel of the intensive care unit had noticed the change in 
Junior's state. She checked the electrocardiography then asked what had happened, 


But she asked in French, and James had no clue what she had said because he didn't speak French. 
But Jason did. 


He fluently spoke the French language, and discussed with the nurse, smiling charmingly at her. James didn't 
understand a word and stared at Jason, openmouthed. He just got the word ‘Metallica’. 


The nurse was stunned by Jason's charm and blushed slightly. 

James now held Junior's right hand and felt a light movement of the fingers. He lightly squeezed Junior's 
fingers to encourage him to react. After some seconds Junior tried again, now weakly squeezing James fingers, 
too. 

James looked at him and studied the face of the unconscious man. 

He always had noticed David Ellefson's kindness and open-minded thinking whenever he had met him. But he 
didn't know what the heavy drug abuse had done to Junior. James blamed Dave for Junior getting a drug 
addict. At the moment Dave seemed to be clean and sober but James thought that this wouldn't have lasted 
very long. 

But the man inside the intensive care unit's bed looked so innocently. 

No. 


David Ellefson wasn't a murderer. 


"Come on, Junior," he murmured. "Wake up. | don't wanna see you die." 


Jason and the nurse had finished talking, and the nurse prepared to lay Junior onto his left side. The bed he 
laid in was one of those high tech beds with rows of ribs, filled by warmed up air, but the patient's laying 


position had to get changed ever hour to make sure he won't get a decubitus. 


"James, the nurse wants to turn Junior to his left side," Jason told him. "Let's help her." 

"Okay." 

James and Jason got to the other side of the bed and carefully turned Junior onto his left side by holding his 
shoulder and pelvis after the nurse had removed the cushions in Junior's back. Now she got the cushions into 
Junior's back once more, and James and Jason got him rest against the cushions, so he didn't lay completely on 
his left side and was comfortable enough. The nurse also made sure that the cushion between Junior's knees 


and lower legs was positioned correctly. 


She looked after every infusion then left the room, not without a look at Jason and another blushing as he 


smiled at her. 
Jason followed her with his eyes and grinned, 


"Cute," he said. "Really cute. | always like to say that these French girls have something special .. OOWWW! ... 
JAMES!" 


James’ elbow had made hard contact to his ribcage, and Jason quickly turned his head to glance at James while 


he rubbed his ribs. 


James gave him a pleased smile. "That's better, fucker. Look at me! | don't wanna hear anything more about 


French girls .." 
Jason giggled then ran his hand over James chest and side down to his hip. 
"| don't believe it," he said, grinning. "James Hetfield is JEALOUS!" 


"Oh, no, no, no, never," James shot back. "A James Hetfield won't be jealous. NEVER! James Hetfield doesn't 
even KNOW what jealousy is, so ..." 


"You are so sweet," Jason said and quickly kissed him onto his lips, just very lightly and briefly. 


He stood with his back to the door and the window to the corridor, so he wasn't sure if somebody of the 


intensive care unit's personnel had a look at them. 

But James would have noticed curious people outside the room, and there were none. He slid his arm around 
Jason's waist and held him close as he kissed him. Jason's eyes fell shut and he gave a soft sigh. They kissed 
very tenderly, and James’ lips caressed Jason's. 


As the parted James' blue eyes looked into Jason's darker blue eyes. 


"Have | ever mentioned how much | love you, Jase?" he whispered. 


Jason smiled at him. "One or two times, yes." 

James held him a little closer, and their hard cocks made contact what got both of them moan softly. 
"Bastard!" James whispered, now grinning. "One or two times - hah! | didn't know you cannot count.” 

"Oh, | never have got it how to count up to more than three .. Maximum." Jason also grinned. "Please, don't tell 
it to Lars .. He always thinks he could stick to the bass to stay right in time, and he would be shocked if he 
would get it that the bass player doesn't have a clue about counting up." 

"Doesn't matter," James answered, amused. "I guess Lars doesn't even know how many fingers he has, let alone 
the proper order of the numbers .. But why haven't | known that you're speaking French? | never heard you 
do that .." 

Jason smiled but his smile was a little sad. 

| never thought that someone else in the band might be interested in my abilities to speak other languages .. 
And | feared that Lars would get angry because he's the bands’ specialist in speaking other languages, and | 
was just the Newkid." 


James intensely looked at him, silent for a while. Jason didn't look away. 


‘lm sorry, Jase," James then whispered. "I'm so sorry for treating you so bad .. | wished | hadn't been too 
drunk most of the time to get it what was going on ..” 


"| know that, James," Jason quietly said. "I always have noticed how you looked at me with so much sadness in 
your eyes when the others tried to make a fool out of me .. | nearly couldn't stand that look because | didn't 


want you to be sad" 


#James breathed in and out deeply, closing his eyes for a moment before he looked into Jason's eyes once 


more. 


"If | had sobered up earlier - and would have stayed sober - | might have been able to stop Lars and to 
protect you .." 


Jason softly stroked James’ cheek 


"Don't look back, James," he said then wiped off a tear of James’ cheek. "I always wanted you so much, drunk 


or not, but it feels so much better to be with you if you're sober." 


James nodded. "| never would have tried to make a pass on you as a fucking drunken alcoholic .. Every time 


you have helped me through withdrawal | was ashamed about my weakness and being just a trembling and 


sweating wreck." 


"I know that, too, James. It was pretty hard to see your suffer but | had been happy to be allowed to look 


after you .. | never saw you as a trembling wreck, | just wanted to comfort you." 


"I hope in future it won't be necessary any longer to go through withdrawal because | don't wanna let alcohol 


taking over my body and soul, again,’ James whispered. "I hate to be an alcoholic." 


"Don't hate it," Jason gave back "Just accept to be an alcoholic. You are on the wagon now, and | hope you'll 


stay there .. But | won't blame you if you'd start drinking, again .." 
James gave a groan and desperately shook his head. 


"But if you would start to drink .." Jason smiled and touched James’ lips with his forefinger. "Then | would be 
very strict to make you stop the shit, that's for sure." 


James breathed in and out hard but then he relaxed. 

"I love you so much, Jase," he said. 

"| love you, too, James," Jason whispered back. 

It wasn't easy but they finally managed to concentrate on Junior, again Now sitting on the other side of the 
bed they both talked to Junior and stroked him. 


"David, please help us," James urgently said. "If you won't help us and Dave then he has to die because of 


serial killing ..." 


Junior gave a moan and started to breathe. The respirator went into assisted respiration modus. After a while 


Junior's breathe wasn't erratically and fast any longer. 


"That's good, David," James told him. "Now, let us see your pretty eyes, okay? You can do that, too .. Just 


try." 
Junior's eyelids fluttered. 
"Come on," James said, his hand at Junior's cheek. "Just do it! DO IT" 


Junior gave another moan and then he slightly opened up his eyes and tried to keep them open He looked at 


James and Jason then his eyes lost their focus before he managed to look back at James. 


"Okay, baby, you do great," James said in a low tone. "Try to keep open your eyes ... Fantastic!" 


"This is excellent," a calm voice behind them said 
James and Jason nearly jumped. They hadn't heard that someone had entered the room. 


It was the chief physician of the intensive care unit, Professor Noél Briand. He smiled at James and Jason then 
stroked Junior's cheek with the back of his fingers. 


"Good work," he said. "You got him awake and breathe on his own. | never would have thought that it would be 


possible, considering the extremely high level of barbiturates and benzodiazepines in his blood .." 


"What?" James jumped off his stool and stared at the professor. "That cocaine has been mixed up with 


tranquilizers .. and .. and barbiturates?" 

"No," the professor answered, shaking his head. "He must have taken them much earlier before he injected the 
poisoned drug ... | really don't know how he managed to bring the needle inside that small vein without slicing up 
his arm because of his sleepy and dizzy state .. Of course, there are several bad looking bruises all over his 
arms and the back of his head .." 

James and Jason looked at each other, stunned. 


Then, James turned back at the professor. 


"Call the police," he calmly said. "David Ellefson is a victim of attempted murder.” 


Chapter 23 
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Chapter 23 


„| haven't done something,” Dave Mustaine yelled at the two French policemen. "There is NO cause to arrest 


me .. | wanna talk to my lawyers. IMMEDIATELY" 


The policemen looked unimpressed and didn't answer. They just had to watch Dave until the inspectors of the 


homicide department of Sureté would has arrived. They were used to furiously yelling prisoners. 


"LET ME GO!" Dave howled. "Junior needs mel | wanna know how he is .. He's dying, and | wanna be at his side .. 


You can't do this to me. PLEASE!" 


Tears streamed down his face. His red mane of hair was ruffled, and James’ hand what had strangled him had 
left a dark blue bruise at Dave's neck. He still was handcuffed but sat on a chair in front of a desk inside one 


of the investigation rooms, now. 


"Please, tell me how Junior is. This is cruel! HE NEEDS ME! .. Is he alive? Please, tell me if he's alive? Oh, my 


god, he isn't alive, and you have kept me away from him." 
Dave sobbed helplessly then tried again to get rid of the handcuffs. His wrists already were swollen and red. He 


sniffed because he had no chance to blow his nose. Finally, he desperately laid his head onto the table in front 


of him. Just his choked whimpers were to be heard, now. 


On the other side of the one-way looking through mirror of the investigation room was a small room for 


those who needed to watch the investigation. 


Tommy and Stanley stood there inside, along with the Commander of the SWAT-team and two inspectors of 
the French police. 


"I really don't like that," Tommy murmured. 


He was as pale as Stanley. 


The door opened and Chief Inspector Doyle from Scotland Yard entered the room, followed by his French 


colleague. 


He had been flown in to Paris, along with one of his detectives, as he got information that Dave had been 
arrested. He quickly got the situation inside the small room. 


"Commander Kowal, congratulations to that arrest," he then said, nodding at the man 

"Thank you, Sir." The Commander didn't move a muscle in his face. 

Doyle looked at Tommy and Stanley. Both felt uncomfortable because they didn't like the situation. 
"| hope that no one else got injured," Doyle said. "Is everything okay, gentlemen?" 

"No," Tommy growled. "Why are we here?" 


"l'm sorry, but you are important eye-witnesses," Doyle answered. He nodded at them, too. "We will talk to you 


later. At first | want to have a word with Mr. Mustaine." 


Dave didn't look up as a plastic mug of coffee got placed beside his head. 

"Take off his handcuffs," Doyle ordered the policemen then sat down at the other chair, facing Dave. 

Silently, one of the policemen opened up the handcuffs and went over to the door, again 

Dave didn't react. He still had his hands in his back and his head laid onto the table. His red hair covered his 
face. Some strands were wet from crying. 

"Mr. Mustaine .. | am Chief Inspector Doyle from Scotland Yard," Doyle softly said. "I'm here to take over from 
my French colleagues ... | would like to ask you some questions. You don't have to answer to them, and you also 
have the right to talk to your lawyer first .. Did you understand that?" 

Dave didn't answer and still didn't lift his head. 

Doyle waited. 


Some seconds passed by. 


"How's Junior?" Dave then whispered. 


"Mr. David Ellefson is better," Doyle calmly answered. "As far as l'm informed he's off the respirator and could 


have got stabilized. Mr. Hetfield and Mr. Newsted are staying with him." 


Dave lifted his head. From behind the ruffled curtain of long strands of red hair he looked at Doyle. His eyes 


were red from weeping. 


"Why did he shoot up that cocaine?" he hoarsely asked. "David never shot up cocaine, it always has been 


heroin, or speed ... And he is clean ... | ... I'm sleeping with him .. | would have seen puncture marks." 
"Are you sure?" 
"Absolutely," Dave said. "| have been a junkie myself, and | do know every trick to hide those marks." 


He brought up his arms to his front then he weakly lifted them and laid them on the table. The hands were 


swollen, and bloody marks were around his wrists. 

Doyle watched him for a while. 

"You got to the stadium with Mr. Ellefson," he then asked. 

"Yes," Dave whispered. "We've heard about the attempted murder on Lars and Nikki Sixx just a few hours ago 
.. Junior and | had been in our hotel suite for days, and we didn't watch TV ‘cause we always have been in bed 
and ..." 

He paused, staring down at his hands. 

"I see," Doyle calmly said. "How did you finally find out what had happened?" 

"Our bandmates missed us after they had been drunk and had done ... well, something else more for days. 
Because they had been busy with that they haven't thought about telling us earlier. But when they got sober 
enough to remember what had happened they pounded at the door to the suite to wake us up." 

He paused. Doyle waited. 

Then Dave looked up. 

"We knew about Metallica's show yesterday evening .. And Junior and | wondered how they will do the show 
without a drummer. We didn't know that Kirk Hammett wasn't there, too. It was a shock to hear that Lars is 
in need of intensive care .. It may sound a little weird but .. but | thought about offering the Metallica guys to 
take over the rhythm guitar playing, so James could play the drums .. Or that Junior would play the bass, so 


Jason could act as the drummer .. Jason and James are pretty good drummers.” 


He paused, again, then smiled sadly. 


"The fuckers have thrown me out of Metallica before the band had even done the first record .. Some of the 
songs on "Kill ‘em all" are pretty much from me, so | have a part of the credits .. But they have thrown me 
out because | had been drunk all the time, and | often got a little violent when drunk, so they replaced me with 


Kirk Hammett as their lead guitarist. But the other idiots were drunk all the time, too, or in Cliffs case stoned, 
so | decided to hate them ‘cause they've done that to me." 


"Understandable," Doyle calmly said. "You got your own band then?" 


"Yes .. After | got out of being drunk and doing drugs for a while | wanted revenge by starting an own band, 
and then getting bigger than Metallica 


"And you got bigger?" 

Dave shrugged then shook his head. 

"We got big," he answered. "But not as big as Metallica Too much alcohol, too much drugs. If you are busy 
doing heroin you can't do anything else .. But that has been my own fault, and | needed numerous attempts in 
rehab to get clean Junior has got clean pretty earlier than | .. | have done that to him .. Getting him into 


drugs, | mean. He wanted to be with me, and being with a junkie means to get a junkie, too, because no one can 


resist to try out the stuff after a while .. And then its too late to stop." 
"But you are sure that David Ellefson has been clean?" 
“Absolutely. | would have got it if he'd done drugs." 


Dave bit his lower lip to stop the tears in his eyes. He looked at the plastic cup of coffee then he took it. But 
his fingers trembled, so he spilled some of the coffee. He had to hold the cup with both hands. 


Doyle waited until Dave had drained the cup. 


"So, if David Ellefson has been clean - what do you think was the cause to shoot up the cocaine, and to take 


those Ecstacy pills?" he then asked. 


"| don't know," Dave whispered. "I really don't know." He paused for a moment. "I should have stayed with him ... 


He didn't feel well as we reached the stadium and said he needed to go to a restroom ..” 
"He didn't feel well?" 


"Yes. He was very tired .. That has been the cause for us being too late to reach the stadium in time for the 
Metallica show. After our bandmates had told us what had happened I've left the suite to speak with one of 
our assistants because | wanted backstage passes ... He organized that, and | got the passes half an hour later. 


Then | went back to the suite and found Junior asleep on the couch .. | hadn't got it that he had been so 


tired." 
Dave covered his face with both hands and gave a low moan. 
"I see," Doyle said. "What happened then?" 


Again, Dave looked at him. "| woke him up. That wasn't easy because he really was in a very deep sleep. But | 
wanted him to get to the stadium with me, so he finally let himself drag into the limousine. On our way to the 
stadium he fell asleep, again, and .. and had his head on my shoulder .. | made the driver stop at a coffee shop 
and had to buy two coffees to get Junior awake. And when we reached the stadium | realized that the show 
already had started. Because we had the VIP backstage passes it wasn't a problem to get inside the backstage 


area..." 
"No problem?" Doyle asked, raising one brow. 


‘No problem," Dave said once more. "| wondered about all those security guys and thought they wouldn't let us 
pass but all of them just looked at the backstage passes, not into our faces, so we got inside pretty easy ... 
Than Junior said he wanted to go to a restroom while | was looking for the Metallica guys. |.. | watched the 
last songs and the encore from one side of the stage. | thought that | couldn't trust my eyes as | saw Tommy 
Lee playing the drums, and another guy playing the lead guitar. | needed some minutes to get it who he was - 
Stanley Nesvarba from Welcome To Hell .. | was shocked because the driver of our limousine had told us about 


the members of Stanley's band being dead." 
"You knew that as you've reached the stadium?" 


"Yes .. But | didn't care, and | never would have thought that the lead guitarist had survived and would play 
for Metallica." 


"Hmmm ... Did you notice the armed security guys?" 

‘Of course," Dave said. "And | really wondered what they were doing all around the stage. At first | assumed 
that the Metallica guys might would be fucking mad and paranoid about the safety of their lives, and | still 
don't know why those guys with their machine guns has been there." 

"They had indeed to protect the band, Mr. Mustaine," Doyle calmly said. "Also, they were looking for YOU." 


"What?" Dave stared at Doyle, his brows furrowed. "Me? Why? | don't understand .." 


"Mr. Mustaine, approximately eight musicians are dead, and three more are in need of intensive care, and they 


got poisoned by drugs what have been sold to them in your club ..” 


"WHAT?" 


Dave was on his feet in just a millisecond, clenching his fists while he stared daggers at Doyle. The both French 
policemen moved to hold Dave back, one of them already had the handcuffs ready to click around Dave's 
wrists. But Doyle slightly shook his head, so they backed off a little. 

Doyle pointed at the chair on the other side of the table. 

"Sit down, Mr. Mustaine," he coldly said. "I haven't finished yet." 


Dave breathed in and out heavily while he furiously glanced at the Chief inspector. Then he gave a sneer and 
sat down, facing Doyle. 


"Thank you, Mr. Mustaine." Doyle calmly said. "Now, as | have told you the victims - dead or still alive - have 
got the poisoned up cocaine in your club .. And YOUR fingerprints are on the outside of those cocaine 
packages." 


"What? No ... no!" Dave's eyes were wide in shock. "No ... no .. This can't be true .." 


"Also, your fingerprints have been identified on the package of poisoned cocaine what has been found on the 


restroom's floor near Mr. David Ellefson," Doyle added. 


Dave stared at the Chief inspector, and his face went white. He moved his lips but wasn't able to give a sound. 


He breathed in and out in frenzy then gripped the edge of the table to steady himself. 
Too late. 


His eyelids fluttered then his fingers let go of the table's edge, and he fell down to the floor, unconscious. 


Chapter 24 
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Chapter 24 


Four paramedics entered the room within minutes and got Dave onto a stretcher to get him into sickbay. Dave 
had regained consciousness in the interim and protested against get treated like a half dead guy, but he had no 
chance. Finally, he gave in and laid back his head onto the cushion of the wheeled stretcher, staring at the 


ceiling without giving a sound. 


The chief physician looked after him and did an examination, and he found Dave in a good physical state. But 
the shock had brought down Dave's blood pressure, so he had fainted and had fallen onto the floor. 


The doctor then ordered that Dave has to stay in sickbay until the next morning, to be sure that blood 
pressure and pulse frequency stayed inside the norm. So, Dave got some electrodes on his chest and an 
automatic blood pressure meter around his left arm. A monitor beside the bed showed his electrocardiogram 


and his blood pressure. 


Dave didn't protest any more because it would have been useless. He laid on the bed, the blankets pulled up to 
his chest. Tears run off his eyes but he gave no sob. He didn't move, except his eyes. He saw the two 
cameras on the walls beside the door. 


Of course, the medical personnel watched him to prevent a suicide. This was okay for Dave. They had to do it, 
and Dave assumed that they had a good cause for it. He also had thought about commit suicide as he had 
seen David on the floor at the restroom of the stadium where Jason and James had to reanimate his lover. 


He didn't know about David's state. He had survived - but Dave feared that David might have lost the function 
of his brain, staying in a vegetative status by his still working brain stem. This would have been horrible. AND 
Dave didn't know about his own destiny. Maybe he would have to stay in prison 


In the interim Stanley and Tommy had joined James and Jason in David's intensive care room. 


The medical personnel weren't all too happy about four musicians crowding the room. In addition there was a 


French policeman inside the room. He sat on a chair in the background, a notebook from paper ready. 


On both sides of the door to David's room were armed bodyguards. They stood motionless like statues, their 
facial expression completely without emotion. But both of them had positioned the right hand at the holster 
with their pistols around the outside of their upper right thigh. There was no doubt about their professional 
reaction if someone with murderous intentions would get near David's room. They would get shot the guy 


without hesitation, smashing his brain all over the walls of the corridor. 
James and Jason were fine with this. James immediately had got it that the bodyguards were armed with 


pistols of the calibre 44. No suspicious person who wants to kill David would have survived if a bullet from 


calibre 44 would hit his body. 


Tommy and Stanley had eyed the bodyguards anxiously. They feared to get shot - or in best case busted - if 


they would have made a wrong move. 


Both musicians got searched for weapons by patting up their bodies by the bodyguards who did their job very 
thoroughly. Tommy shrieked as his balls got patted very hard. 


Finally they got permission to enter the intensive care room. 


They were shocked as they saw poor David. Tommy got pale and pressed his hand over his mouth then 
covered up his face with both hands to hide his tears. 


Stanley just breathed in and out deeply then went to the intensive care bed. He looked from the motionless 
laying David to James and Jason who sat on stools beside the bed. 


"How is he," he asked. 

"Better," James answered then sighed. "The doctor said he's sleeping now. But they could get pulled out the 
tube in his trachea for the artificial respiration because he breathes on his own now. | guess thats a good 
sign, and the doctor and the nurses always tells us that David makes a good progress ... Well, they tell Jason 
because the fucker perfectly speaks French without having told me about this." 


Jason just gave an amused giggle of. 


He got serious again and looked at David. 


"But he isn't conscious enough to tell us what has happened ... | really don't believe that he has shot the stuff 
himself. Someone who wanted to kill him must have done it," he said. "And | also don't believe that Dave 


Mustaine has done it .. They are lovers." 
"Yeah, Dave never would have done it," Tommy said. 


Then he and Stanley informed James and Jason about the interrogation of Dave, and that he lost consciousness 


as he had heard about his fingerprints on the drug packages. 


"Shit," James murmured. "Then he MUST be the murderer. His fingerprints on the drug packages - how stupid 


could someone be to touch the shit without latex gloves." 


"Wait a sec," Stanley said. "He is the owner of the club and maybe he has found the packages, in the safe or 
wherever inside the club .. He found the stuff and took the packages to look at them. | guess that he didn't 
think about fingerprints in this moment. Everybody knows that Mustaine had given the strict order to his 
personnel that dealing drugs or accepting that quests do the dealing or getting drugged while they are in the 
club .. And as Welcome To Hell has been in the club we saw Dave get furious with one of the barkeepers who 
surely was the main dealer ..| guess that he has fired the man on the spot. His club had to be drug-free. 
This has been Dave's order." 


"Wow! Why do you know about this, Stanley?" James asked. 


"He told me. Last year Welcome To Hell has been opener for Megadeth at the festivals ‘Rock Im Park’ in 
Nuremberg and at ‘Rock Am Ring! in Hockenheim ..." 


"Yeah, we know those festivals, they are awesome. We have already played there .. The centre stage always is 


inside this damaged stadium where Adolf Hitler and his fucking Nazis had done their pompous parades." 


"That's right," Stanley said. "And Megadeth have been played on the centre stage, too. They have beed 
headliner. | stood on one side of the stage to listen. It was a catastrophe. Their drummer couldn't hold the 
beat, not to mention that his laid back playing was very laid back. He played as if he never had seen a drum 
set but wanted to bang on the cymbals and the high hats .. So, the first two songs were pretty awful. David 
tried to get the drummer playing along with the bass rhythm, but no chance. The audience booed the whole 
time .. After the second song Dave very calmly handed over his guitar to his tech then he walked over to the 
drum set and the drummer who hadn't got it that the song was finished. He banged around like a madman .. 
Still looking very calm, Dave reached over, grabbed the drummer's shirt and dragged the guy over his drums 
and then backhanded him across his face and hissed at him then he threw him to the side of the stage, and 


as the asshole of a drummer got back his footing he run away as if the devil would be in his back." 


"| would have killed the fucker," Tommy growled. "I hate it when someone mistreats his drums. Those guys 


have no right to live." 


"Well, he could have mistreated his drums if he had played properly," Stanley said. 


Then he paused for a moment and thought about the concert and the flight of the drummer, shaking his head. 
Then he looked up again. 


"The drum tech immediately took over, and as he sat on the drum stool, the lead guitarist got furious all of a 
sudden, He smashed his guitar - a beautiful vintage Stratocaster - into some amps and destroyed her 
completely .. such a sin, awful .. Then the fucker ran off the stage and didn't come back .. Dave and David 
stood like frozen statues and looked at each other. But then Dave saw me and came over to ask me if | could 
play the lead guitar. This was a little, well, surprising, but | said yes. He was so relieved and showed me the 
setlist. They had one very new song on the setlist and | hadn't played it yet, so Dave took it off the setlist and 
put in another song | could play .. So | played the lead guitar, and improvised a little during one or two solos 
because | didn't remember exactly some weird Arpeggios of the idiot. Everything went well, and the audience 
didn't boo any longer .. To the contrary, I'd say, because the fans had seen a show with very much action on 
stage ...| also played ‘Rock Am Ring! with them, and after that they borrowed another guitarist from another 
band because Welcome To Hell had to play another festival .. And while we hung up after the shows, Dave told 
me about his club and that had insisted that the club has to be drug-free." 


There was silence for a while. The guys looked at each other. 


"You're an extremely flexible lead guitarist,” James said, looking at Stanley. "You helped Megadeth, and you've 
helped out for Metallica You are really good" 


"Thank you .. That means a lot to me, James," Stanley answered. Then he grinned. "But your songs are pretty 
easy To play.’ 


"WHAT?" James stared daggers at Stanley, but then he laughed. "You are fucking right. | always think that our 
songs are pretty easy to play, but | got information that the rhythm guitarist - | won't name him - is a wild 
beast on his guitar, and some people say that he is the best rhythm guitar ever." 


"Yeah, | heard that, too," Stanley said, grinning. 


At this moment they heard a low moan from the intensive care bed. Everybody was at the sides of the bed in 
the blink of an eye. 


David's eyelids fluttered and he tried to open them but failed. He gave another low moan. 


Now, the French policeman stood beside the bed, too. Now he had a Dictaphone and had switched it on. Jason 
changed position to let the policeman take position beside David's head. 


"Mmmmhhh, the ... the ..." he murmured. 
"Yes, David," James quietly said. "We can hear you." 
After a long pause David got open his eyes for some moments. He looked at James then at the policemen. 


"L. |... lm not dead?" he asked. "Do .. do | live?" 


"Yes, you are alive, David," James quietly said. "And Dave needs you so much because the police think that he 


has tried to murder you! 
"No, no, nol" David whimpered. "Oh, nol" 

James softly stroked David's left arm to soothe him down 

"The drummer .. the drummer ... He got thrown out .. | heard you talking about him .. and ... he stuck the 
needle into my ... arm, and he came into our suite .. and he must put something in my water, | got so tired .. 


So tired" 


"David, which drummer to you mean? Megadeth has a long row of fired drummers," James said "Which one 


did this to you?" 


"Nick ... Nick .." David murmured and paused for a while. Then he managed to open up his eyes and looked at 


James. "It was Nick Menza" 
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Chapter 25 


| need you 

| need you 

| need you 

Please, get me out 
Ill die without you 
You'll die without me 


Because | belong to you 


Dave stood in front of the French judge's desk and anxiously looked up at the man. He wore a hearing device 
inside his right ear for getting the voice of the translator because he didn't speak enough French to 
understand everything the judge told him and his lawyer who quickly had got flown in from Los Angeles. The 
lawyer looked very good, a pretty young man in a perfectly tailored suit and tastefully coloured tie. 

To the contrary, Dave looked bad. 

Very bad. 


Like a beaten man inside a dark tunnel without the hope of seeing even the faintest flicker of light. 


His long red mane hung down greasily and unkempt. His face was pale and his eyes were dull and disinterested. 


And he had lost weight during the time in prison. 


James and Jason who sat in the last row of the courtroom felt pity for Dave. James had exchanged several 


looks with Jason, and Jason's darker blue eyes were full of sorrow, exactly like James’ sky blue eyes. 


Several journalists had been allowed to enter the courtroom, but without their photographers, so two of them 


drew pictures of poor Dave in front of the judge. 


"Well, Mr. Mustaine," the judge - an elderly, very distinguished looking man - said after he had studied Dave's 
files once again, his reading glasses shoved down at the tip of his nose. He looked at Dave over the rim of the 
glasses. "You have been in prison under suspicion of attempted murder of Mr. David Ellefson .. Who fortunately 
has survived the attack, as l'm glad to have noticed .. Also, several crime departments of also several 
countries, supported by Interpol, would like to get a hold on you, Sir, because you are suspicious of being a 


mass murderer." 

"Whatever," Dave murmured disinterested. He didn't look up. 
"Well, Sir, | came to another conclusion," the judge continued. 
Now, Dave lifted his head and looked at the French judge. 
"Really?" he whispered. 

"Really." The judge gave him a brief smile. 


"That's absolutely correct, if l'm allowed to mention, Your Honour, because Mr. David Mustaine never has tried 
to murder his band mate Mr. David Ellefson, also he has nothing to do with the murder of other persons, and 


"That's not a trial, Mr. Attorney . eh, Mr. .. eh, Theodore M. Dingleby, is that right? .. Oh, why do those 
American attorneys always have to have those awful complicated names .. ‘Theo’ would be good enough ... But | 
don't want to complain, thats not my nature .. Well, Mr. Theodore M. Dingleby, we don't have to discuss about 
murder. This isn't my job here. We just have to decide if Mr. Mustaine's suspect factors are strong enough to 
allow us to keep him imprisoned. And | have the tendency to really doubt that." 


"Excellent, very excellent .. Of course, Your Honour, | absolutely agree,” Dingleby hastily threw in. He clearly 
wanted to get worth the money Dave used to throw at him for doing nothing of worth. "Your Honourable's 


opinion is absolutely correct ... | just wanted to precisely point out this fact." 


"You HAVE pointed the fact out precisely enough, thank you, Mr. Young Attorney," the judge dryly said. "You're 
a very sharply thinking young man" 


"Thank you so much, I'm pleased, Your Honour, and | want to add ..." 


"Shut up!" Dave hissed in a low tone at his lawyer, staring daggers at him. "Shut the fuck up, Dingleby, or you 
can kiss your ass goodbye!" 


Dingleby nearly jumped in shock and immediately shut his mouth, giving Dave a sideways glance of horror. 

The judge gave an amused chuckle but quickly tried to hide it with a cough. Then, he got all business again. 

He looked at Dave who also looked at him. 

"Now, Mr. Mustaine, | have enough doubts about the suspect moments or so-called facts concerning your case 
~ So | have to decide to set you free by ordering you to stay in France, and to pay up a bail of two million 
dollars .. Otherwise you have to stay in prison" 

The colour of Dave's face got a whiter shade of pale. 

|. | couldn't pay up a bail of two million dollars, Your Honour," he whispered, tears running down his face. "I .. 
| don't have the money, it's because Megadeth had so much ... The tour had been too expensive, and ... So, | put 
all my money in to pay up for the tour, and .. and .. Now we surely have to cancel the rest of the European 
leg of our tour, so we have no income .." 

The judge pitifully looked at Dave. 

"Then we have a real problem, Mr. Mustaine,” he said "Because | can't set up a sum under two million dollars .. 


this is the lowest sum the law allows me to set in your case. If you dont have the money you have to stay in 


prison. I'm sorry, sir.” 


"No! He doesn't have to stay in prison," James called out. He was on his feet now. "We'll pay up his bail." 


The judge looked over to James who stood there, his muscles all tensed up but his mood calm. Jason now 


stood beside him, throwing back his long chestnut coloured hair, ready to support James in any way. 


Everybody else had turned and stared at the both Metallica musicians, too. Just Dave had hung his head and 


looked down at the floor, his long red mane covering up his face. 


His lawyer, Theodore M. Dingleby, gasped with his mouth hanging open, but luckily he didn't give a coherent 
sound. This was too much for his sharp thinking young attorney's brain 


"Well, | have to admit that | didn't expect someone to bring in such a high sum all of a sudden and without 
hesitation," the judge said. "May | ask after your name, sir?" 


James briefly grinned. 


"Of course, Your Honour," he answered. "l'm James Hetfield from Metallica." 


A little later Dave slowly went down the stairs of the Main Courthouse of Paris. He was followed by his lawyer 


Dingleby who constantly talked at him in a low voice. 


Dave looked down at his feet and the stairs. He didn't react to the ongoing blah-blah of his attorney. They guy 
didn't know when to stop. 


At the end of the large stairway James and Jason waited for Dave to get down. 


Finally, Dave had reached them and lifted his head. His hazel eyes met James’ sky blue one. All of a sudden 
tears run down his cheeks. He tried to say anything but couldn't. 


"Come on, Dave," James softly said, reaching out for Dave who helplessly fell into James' arms and started to 


sob onto James’ shoulder. "David wants so much to see you.” 
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Chapter 26 


Dave still silently was crying as he, Jason and James sat inside the limousine to get driven to James’ and 
Jason's hotel, 


None of them had asked Dave's attorney - Mr. Theodore M. Dingleby - to join them for driving inside the 


limousine James and Jason had waiting in front of the courthouse's stairways. 


They didn’t care in the slightest way how the perfectly over-styled guy with his pompous and overstuffed 
briefcase and his nicely tailored suit might get back to his hotel - if he had one - or to the airport. The guy 
was useless. He hadn't done anything of worth to help Dave. So, he better had to call a taxi - if he would 


found one with his poor French. 
No limousine for the fucker. 


James hated attorneys and couldn't understand how Lars was able to face those guys - and to smooth-talk 


them down. But Lars had an inborn talent to do so. 


He had handed over one of his platinum credit card to pay up Dave's bail. Two million dollars was a lot of cash 


but James was sure that Dave wouldn't betray him, so he would have lost the money. 


Dave didn't look like he would have been able to do anything without help now. And this made James and Jason 
sure that the redhead hadn't also anything to do with the intoxicated drugs or the killing of a row of 


musicians. Dave had known nothing what was going on in the club he shared with two other owners. 


The daughter of one of the owners had been found dead in Keith Richards bed. Keith Richards himself had died 
in the interim, too. Mick Jagger completely was out of his mind, and in deep shock, so the press wrote and the 


TV called out in false grief. 


Mick clearly won't have been out of his mind a very long time because the only person he was interested in 


was Mick Jagger himself. A guitarist was easily to replace. 


Dave now sat beside James inside the limousine, facing Jason But he barely looked up because he still was in 


deep shock. His ruffled and greasy red hair hung down, and tears wetted his eyes and cheeks. 

Finally James laid his right arm around Dave's shoulders to comfort him. 

After a while Dave leaned in and laid his head onto James’ shoulder. 

"Thank you so much," he hoarsely whispered. "You've done so much for me ... | didn't expect this .. | .. | wanted 
to commit suicide while being in prison but they watched me too closely. There always were cameras, and 


during the nights they came hour after hour to check after me. | couldn't sleep a second .. But | understood 


their cause of doing so .. But because they did it | couldn't do anything .. But | wanted .. | wanted it so much 


"I know," James quietly answered. "I can understand you .. | never have seen you so depressed, Dave. But, 
please, promise to not do anything like this while we are with you, Davie. We won't stand it .. Can you promise 
this?" 


Dave nodded against James’ shoulder. 


"| promise," he whispered. "If David is alive | wanna live for him, too. He's everything | have, and he's everything 


| want. | love him so much." 

James stroked Dave's ruffled red mane. 

"And he loves you, too, Davie ... He is so much better," he said. "He eagerly is waiting to see and touch you, and 
| guess he'll hop off his hospital bed when he'll see you ... But you should take a shower and change clothes 
before we'll get you to the hospital because you look and smell like a tramp out of the gutters .." 


"No, no, | wanna see David now ..." 


"No way! You have to clean up and change clothes before we'll bring you to the hospital, okay?" James calmly 


answered. "You really need a shower because you stink." 


Dave knew that James never would have given in. In addition, James was right. He had refused to shower or to 


change clothes while being in prison for over a week 


He felt so intensely safe and warm with his head laying on James' shoulder and James' arm around him, and 


James seemed to tolerate his awful smell. 
So he just nodded. 


James softly patted Dave's upper arm. He felt the sharp bones of Dave's shoulder's profile and was shocked 
how thin the Megadeth guitarist's body had got while being in prison. All of a sudden tears ran down James' 
cheeks, and he looked over at Jason who silently bent over to wipe off the tears on James’ cheeks with his 


thumbs. 


James and Jason had ordered the Metallica assistants to get Dave's and David's luggage to their own hotel and 
into their suite. 


In the meantime Tommy had flown back to London after he had told the French police everything he knew. All 
he wanted now was to stay with Nikki who was much better, too, and had asked for Tommy multiple times. 


Nikki wasn't interested in his wife - he just wanted to have Tommy at his side. 


Stanley still was there because James had asked him to play the next Metallica show - also in Paris - with 
the band. Lars' drum tech was ready to take over the drums. Of course, Stanley immediately had accepted. 


He had told James and Jason that he would share his bed with Dave because he wanted to be there if Dave 


would have got nightmares or would have needed any support because of a panic attack or anything else. 


James and Jason were glad about Stanley's offer. 


The limousine nearly had reached the hotel when Dave, all of a sudden, lifted his head. He turned to face 


James who also looked at him. 
"Who's the fucker who has done all this?" Dave asked. "Who has done this to us all? You have to tell me." 
"Dave .." James started to say, sighing. 


"James! Tell me! | need to know." 


James looked over at Jason, helpless. He didn't know how he should tell Dave the facts. So, Jason took over. 


"Dave, it is Nick Menza who is suspected to have murdered .." 


"| knew it! | FUCKING KNEW IT!" Dave cried out. "I fucking knew it! The fucker Menza threatened to get me in 
prison since years, and to make sure that | get the death penality .. Or to get me killed by himself because I'd 
be a demon who wants to deliver him to hell, so he would get burnt inside the fires of limbo .. David and | 
tried to calm him down to keep him in the band for a long time, but his drumming got erratic and worse more 
and more, it wasn't to Tolerate any longer, and he ruined one show after the other, so | had to throw him out 


~ The fucking crazy guy is mad, totally mad." 


"You might be right," Jason answered. "The police has found out that Menza has been in psychiatric therapy 
since a long time, and that he stayed in mental hospitals several times after you had thrown him out of 
Megadeth .. He must have developed a drug induced psychosis, as it seems. But he always was non-compliant 
when it came to take his anti-psychotic pills after he left the hospitals. He had someone to care about him 


but he tricked the guy over and over again" 
"II kill him. | FUCKING kill the fucker!" Dave cried out, breathing hard. "He deserves it! I'll kill him!" 


"Don't even think about this, Dave," James said. "The fucker disappeared, and Interpol is searching for him. We 
can't exclude that he'll try to murder you - or us - so please don't complain about all the bodyguards you'll 


see when we'll arrive the hotel." 
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Chapter 21 


While the limousine driver tried to find the best way to escape the awful afternoon traffic of Paris - 
everybody seemed to drive by his own rules - Jason took a bottle of cold water out of the mini fridge, opened 
the bottle for Dave and urged him to drink some water. He had noticed that Dave looked pretty exsiccated and 
had to be thirsty. 


He was right. At first Dave protested but then he took the bottle with slightly trembling fingers and thirstily 
gulped down the water in no time after he had straightened his body and sat up. Jason reached him another 
bottle and Dave drained this one, too. He thankfully glanced at Jason. 

"Thanks so much, Jase," he whispered. 


Jason just nodded and smiled at him. 


‘Oh hell, didn't they give you something to drink in the fucking prison?" James pitifully asked. "And they didn't 
give you enough to eat, too, right? You've must have lost pretty much weight.” 


Dave gave moan and rubbed his face with both hands. Then he looked at James with tired eyes. 


"They WOULD have given me enough to eat and to drink," he hoarsely answered. "But | refused. | didn't want to 
eat or drink. No way! They didn't give me any information about David, and | asked and begged them over and 
over again. But they didn't tell me, so | thought that David would be dead, and that's why | wanted to die, too ... 
| know that the idea sounds like nonsense - or stupid - because the guys inside the jailhouse could have fed 


me by force, but | .. | wanted to die." 


Jason and James glanced at Dave for a while, taking in his extreme exhaustion and paleness and the dark 


shadows around his eyes. Dave looked like a ghost. 


"| can understand this," James finally calmly said. "I guess I'd have done the same if some fuckers would have 


had the fucking weird idea that | might have tried to murder Jason. | won't stand it. Never." 


Dave stared at him without words, his mouth hanging open and his hazel eyes wide. He licked his dry lips then 


bit his lower lip for a moment to prevent him from crying. 

"So ... so you don't think | have tried to murder David?" he asked with his voice trembling. 

| don't think that you've done this, thats right," James firmly answered. "You're an idiot but no murderer. 
The word ‘idiot! got Dave smile and he didn't protest. 

"Thank you," he whispered. 


"You are welcome, idiot .. AND we also don't think that you have killed the other poor guys with this toxic 
stuff inside the drugs," James added. 


"But." 
| know you, Dave," James quickly said. "It's against the nature of your personality to do shit like this. It isnt 
your style .. If you wanna let someone know that he's an asshole you usually try to knock him out cold - 


immediately. You won't hide yourself to do some long-planned secret killing like this. Why should you." 


|... | could .. | could have hated the guys who got killed," Dave whispered. "The police guys said they guess 
that | might be paranoid and .." 


"What nonsense," Jason threw in. He stroked back his thick, curly mane. "Do you hate Keith Richards?" 


Keith ... Keith Richards?" Dave looked at Jason, frowning. "Why should | hate Keith? He's harmless, and he 
never did anything what would me get hate him. Why do you ask ...?" 


"Well, Keith is dead," Jason quietly answered. "Intoxicated drugs .. And alcohol, of course. James found him - 
already nearly dead - and reanimated him. But it didn't last long. Keith had too much of toxic stuff inside his 
body." 


"WHAT?" Dave nearly jumped. "Keith is DEAD?" 


At that very moment the limousine had reached the hotel. The limousine's driver was out in the blink of an 
eye and opened up the backseat door. James, Dave and Jason got out, and Jason discreetly handed over a 


generous tip to the man. 


"Thank you, sir." The limousine's driver slightly bowed. 


Jason smiled at him then turned to face the bodyguards who had waited for them. There were four very well 
built guys in dark suits and military short haircuts. They looked around suspiciously from behind their shades, 
and everybody - including a two year old kid - would have got it that they were bodyguards or agents from 


secret service, or something of that kind 
Jason suppressed a groan He hated shows like this. 


But the superhero guys already had shooed the musicians inside the hotel to get them safer and to prevent 
them from getting shot by snipers. 


Inside the hotel's foyer waited three other bodyguards. James and Jason exchanged a look 


"The elevators never will have the capacity to transport so much muscle - three pretty weak musicians don't 


count, of course," Jason whispered at James. 
James giggled then quickly busied himself with clearing his throat to hide his amusement. 
Jason was right. 


Inside one elevator cabin just was enough room for four persons. But the bodyguards had no problem with this 
fact. There were three elevators. James had to go with two bodyguards, Jason with Dave and two other 


bodyguards, while the rest took the third elevator. 


James and Jason had feared that Dave might have got separated from them, and they never would have 
allowed that. They didn't trust anyone. Of course, they had seen the bodyguards before they had left the 
hotel, and they had talked to their ‘commander’. Also, the bodyguard service they had hired was a very well 
known and recommended one - and also very expensive - but James, Jason and Dave had learned by 


experience to be cautious when it came to people they didn't know well enough. 


Not everybody liked rockstars who were suspected to flood every bank all over the world with the billions of 


dollars they had stolen from their fans or business partners. 
Finally, the guys had reached the door to the suite. 


James just - and harmlessly - wanted to open the suite's door with his key card but had no chance. While one 
of the bodyguards quickly snatched the key card off James' fingers, two others of the over-motivated guys 
shoved their right hands inside the left side of their jackets, clearly gripping their guns. 


James opened his mouth to protest but Jason quickly pulled him aside and gave him a sharp look. James rolled 
his eyes but didn't say a word. He would have laughed but he didn't want to hurt the feelings of the men. 
They just did their job. 


Bodyguard number one opened the door with the key card and quickly entered the main room of the suite, 
followed by his two colleagues who had ready their guns. 


"Shit! Isn't it possible to knock at the fucking door before storming a room without warning and causing a 
fucking heart attack of a harmless guy who never has done anything criminal?" Stanley asked in annoyed tone, 


staring at the intruders. 


He sat on the large, plush couch in the living room of the suite, stuffing himself with popcorn while he had 


watched a movie on TV. 


Now, he eyed, not very pleased, the crowd of bodyguards and the three other musicians. His right hand full of 


popcorn was frozen in mid-air. 


Two of Metallica's bodyguards were inside the room, too, but they didn’t look very motivated because they 


had been fallen asleep in their armchairs, snoring softly. 


"Hey!" James called out and lightly kicked their shins. "We use to pay you a shitload of cash, you fuckers, and 
you're sleeping while being in duty?" 


The both bodyguards abruptly got awake and were at their feet in the blink of an eye, their guns ready to 


fire, barrels pointing at James. 

James quickly held up his hands. 

"Don't shoot me," he said with a grin. "l'm harmless." 

"Beg your pardon, Mr. Hetfield, we didn't want to threaten you, sir," one of them named Joseph answered. Both 
bodyguards got back their guns inside their armpit gun holsters. "I'm sorry that we have been asleep and 


haven't ..." 


“Actually, | have ordered them to take a nap because | wanted to have all of the popcorn just for me," Stanley 
threw in, grinning. "Its my fault." 


"But that's not right, Mr. Nesvarba, we have ..." 


"Okay, okay, it's alright, don't worry, please," James quickly threw in to stop the man. "Don't worry .. We are 
alive ... Still." 
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Chapter 28 


There was a long silence inside the suite's living room. The guys looked at each other. 

"Yeah," Dave finally croaked. He ran his fingers through his ruffled and greasy red mane. "And as far as | know 
the fucker Menza won't give up his paranoid induced hunt. He always had extreme difficulties to let go of one 
of his multiple obsessions." 

| really don't like the sound of your words," Stanley murmured. He threw the popcorn in his right hand back 
into the bowl in his lap. "I even don't want more popcorn, and that is a very bad sign because | usually LOVE 
the shit" 

He accusingly pointed at Dave who stood with his head lowered, staring at the carpeted floor. 

"But | can tell you for sure that | don't like to share a bed with a guy who looks as if he'd crawled through 
the dirtiest and most stinking gutters of Paris, or maybe the tunnels beneath Paris. There are lots of them .. 
Anyway Dave has to take a shower. A very LONG shower, I'd like to point out. Otherwise he has to sleep on 
the floor." 


"I totally agree about the shower," James mentioned with a nod. "Jason, let's get Dave to the bathroom. | guess 


we'll have to help him a little to make sure that he won't collapse." 
"Oh no, | can do that alone, thank you," Dave immediately protested. "| won't need help." 
"Don't even try," James firmly said. "Your meaning ain't of interest .. Come on, Jase, let's go.” 


He gripped Dave's thin left upper arm, and Jason gripped the other arm. Dave gave in with a groan because he 


knew that he never would have the chance to escape - Karate training hours, or not. 
Jason and James mercilessly pulled him with them. Then James looked back over his shoulder. 


"Stanley, please order some food and water or soft drinks from room-service ... But just a light meal ‘cause 


Dave hasn't eaten in a good weak." 


"Okay," Stanley said while he took the imposingly looking large menu what one of Metallica's bodyguards silently 


handed over to him. 


"No popcorn," Dave whimpered. 


As it turned out, Dave really needed help inside the bathroom. Jason and James stripped him off his stinking 


and dirty clothes after Dave had got off his sneakers. There were no socks and also no underwear. 


‘Oh my," James sighed as he saw naked Dave who shuddered over and over again because he was cold. "You're 


a mere skeleton How did you manage to get so thin?" 


| haven't eaten a lot the last time," Dave answered and gave a helpless moan. "I had so much stress because 
of this fucking club, the fucking barkeeper and his helpers, and because of the other two owners of the club 
who always have the weird idea that they could manage the club without having a clue what to do to get it 
run properly .. They just wanted to get the cash, and the greedy fuckers think that there must be A LOT of 
cash ... But they are wrong. To run the club costs a shitload of money, and as | learned NOW about the 
criminal things what had going on - and still go on - with drug dealing and a lot of other illegal activities | got 


mad .. Oh, I've been such an idiot! | haven't got this earlier, and l'm so ashamed." 


"We know that, Dave," Jason calmly said. "You are a little stupid but you did your best" 


The temperature inside the bathroom was high enough but, nevertheless, Dave felt cold. He got his thin arms 
around his ribcage to warm himself a little. Shudders ran through his body. 


Jason had got on the shower and controlled the temperature of the water. Then he nodded at James. 
"Lets get him in," he said. 


He and James helped Dave to enter the shower cabin. As the warm water streamed down his body, Dave 


sighed and moaned in pleasure. He visibly relaxed. 


James silently reached him one of the hotel's small plastic bottles of shampoo, and as he saw that Dave hadn't 
enough strength to wash his long mane without help, he squeezed a large amount of shampoo on top of Dave's 
head. Then he started to get the stuff into Dave's hair, and at the same time he gave Dave a massage of his 

scalp. 


"Oh, this is so good," Dave moaned. "Thank you, James.” 


"You're welcome," James answered and smiled at Dave who had looked at him. "Just relax." 


Dave really got relaxed more and more. He lifted his head with his eyes closed to let the water hit his face. He 


nearly purred in pleasure. 
James also washed the redhead's back, and the rest of his body Dave was able to wash up by himself. 


Finally, James and Jason thought that Dave was clean enough, so Jason turned off the water, and he and 


James helped Dave out of the showers cabin. 

James had a large bathing towel ready and wrapped Dave in 

"Here you go," he said, wrapping another towel around Dave's dripping long mane. "Sit down there, please." 
He pointed at a stool beside the shower cabin 


Dave did as he had been told. He didn't protest anymore. While he sat on the stool, drying himself up, James 
disgustedly held up the dirty clothes with just two fingers, staring at them. 


"Those rags have to get thrown away," he ultimately stated and dumped the clothes of question into the trash 
bin of the bathroom what luckily was large enough. 


"Wait, wait .. Waiiit!" Dave called out in panic. "| don't have any more clothes .." 


"Aawww, don't worry, sweetheart,” James answered and chuckled. "For first you'll get a pair of jeans and socks 
from me, and a shirt and underwear from Jason ... Tommy Lee also has left two shirts for you but there's an 
awful flaming skull and some monsters printed on one of them, and some murderous figures with blood 
dripping fangs on the other .. And both have the over-dimensioned logo ‘Motley Crue at the backside .. They 
look awful." 


Now, Dave giggled. 


"As if the shirts of Metallica's merchandise ain't give a shock to kids, women and elderly people." 
"WHAT?" James innocently called out. "We always have completely harmlessly designed shirts .. They are 
exclusively designed pieces of art and well thought through .. Well, Lars uses to say so. Personally, I'm not so 


sure but Lars is our arts expert." 


"That's right," Jason dryly added. "The rest of us dumb idiots of the band don't know anything of worth about 


modern art." 


| see," Dave said with a grin. "Modern art as Lars defines the shit, my ass." 


James, Jason and Dave finally entered the suite's living room again. Dave had blow-dried his red mane and it 
looked beautiful. He wore the borrowed clothes of James and Jason. James also had given him a leather belt to 
prevent the black jeans from sliding down because of Dave's bony and narrow hips. 

Now, Stanley looked Dave up and down in pleasure. 


"That's better," he said and smiled. "Now he looks like a human being .. Come on, Dave, here's your food” 


He had ordered some pasta with tomato sauce and two bottles of lemonade. Dave now was very hungry and 


quickly busied himself with eating the pasta and drinking the lemonade. 


Stanley had ordered pizza for the rest of them. James and Jason hadn't noticed that they were hungry, too, 
and now they stuffed themselves with large pieces of pizza 


Then, Dave had fished up his pasta and lifted his head. 
"Can | see David now?" he asked in an urgent tone. "Please." 


At the very same moment there was a knock on the door, and all of the musicians jumped. The both 


bodyguards quickly went to the door and asked who was outside. 


It was Chief inspector Doyle from Scotland Yard. He had got permission by the superheroes of the hired 


security service outside the suite, and so Metallica's bodyguards opened up the door. 


Doyle entered the suite, immediately taking in the scene inside the suite's living room. James and Jason were 


glad to see him and introduced Dave to him and vice versa. 
The Inspector took a chair and looked from one musician to the other while James asked him about the news. 


"Well, the barkeeper we have busted has got it that he'd nothing to win if he tries to hide information about 
the man who had ordered him to sell the toxic drugs," Doyle answered. "And, by the way, the barkeeper is a 
wanna-be-guitarist himself who hasn't enough talent to get a rockstar like he always wanted to be. So, he 
easily accepted the cash for selling the drugs without protest .. He knew that something has to be wrong with 
the stuff but he didn't care. And he needed the money because he's a gambler who's constantly threatened by 
getting killed if he won't come up with the cash he has lost or his depths from other illegal activities." 


"Okay, we got it," James said. "Now, tell us a name." 


"Nick Menza," Doyle answered. "He's the master of puppets .. Menza suffered from paranoid disorder as far as 
we know, and he always tricked his psychiatrists by talking them what they wanted to hear while he didn't take 
the prescribed medicine .. He thinks that not only the rhythm guitarist of Megadeth is the devil who has 
dumped him - every other guitarist would be a traitor and would try to kill him because of his talent ... It 
already started BEFORE Mr. Mustaine has thrown him out of Megadeth. But he just wanted to kill all the 
guitarists he personally knew. Unfortunately, he hasn't calculated that a certain barkeeper had decided to sell 
the toxic stuff to everybody who wanted to buy the drugs ... And if Menza would have got it he won't have 


cared about it because he finally just has been interested in killing musicians in general." 
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Chapter 29 


„| knew that Menza must be mad since a long while because he always acted so weird," Dave said and sighed. 
"He continuously thought that there were killers in his back, just because he is a famous rockstar who might 
rule the world, and that his drums could have been manipulated or stuffed by explosives. And in addition he 
permanently asked for getting four or more personal bodyguards ... Excuse me! Four bodyguards just to 
protect his ugly ass! The fucker didn't have the slightest clue about the costs, or that Megadeth hasn't 
enough cash to pay up for the extravagancies of a drummer who wasn't able to hold the beat any longer. He 
was a fucking good drummer as we took him in the band. But the last two years he got more and more awful 


from show to show." 


"Why didn't you throw him out earlier?" James asked and shook his head. He didn't believe it. "I mean, that's 
what WE would do if a member of the band would ruin one show after the other. Ruining a show isn't to 


tolerate ... Well, one time, okay, everybody can have a bad day, but several times - no." 


"| would have done so, too, | tried several times," Dave answered. "But David begged me also several times to 
give Menza another chance because he believed that it must have been the drugs and booze what has got 
Menza an uncontrollable madman, and that everything would be fine if we would have managed to talk him into 
entering rehab ... But no way. Menza was drunk and stoned all the time, and he didn't stop shooting up. And the 
fucking stuff must have cooked up his brain to amorphous masses ... He really didn't know what he was doing." 


"See?" James threw in, looking at Jason "What have | always told you about cannabis? The stuff cooks up your 


brain." 


"I know, | know," Jason hastily answered, blushing. "But I've given up the shit the very same moment you got 


sober." 


James, who sat on the armrest of Jason's armchair, bent and kissed him, ruffling Jason's long chestnut 


coloured mane. 


"That's right," he whispered after he had solved his lips from Jason's and had looked very deeply and lovingly 


into Jason's blue eyes. 


Now, Doyle discreetly cleared his throat and everybody glanced at him. 
"Mr. Mustaine, do you have some more information about Mr. Menza?" 


"Sure" Dave nodded and stroked back his now shimmering red hair. He still looked very tired. "Nick never got it 
that he won't get 25 percent of the money we made. David and | tried over and over again to explain it to him 
that he couldn't get so much because David and | did most of the song writing, and that HE always got his 
regular and constant salary as our drummer while David and | just could keep our part of the incoming cash 
AFTER we had paid up the costs for the tours, our personnel, and so on. But Menza didn't get it that David 
and | completely had taken over all the risks and easily could have been ruined if something went wrong .. The 
fucker didn't get it! He came up with his lament day after day. This has been extremely annoying, and David 
and | didn't know how to make him shut up ... | have to admit that | knocked him out cold one time to stop his 
unbearable whining. After that he told me that | have to pay for my impertinence and that he already knew 
how to ruin me because all guitarists are greedy billionaires who notoriously use to steal the money of their 


innocent and underestimated drummers." 

"Don't tell shit like this to Lars," James said with a grin. "He'd call you a madman, too." 

"As if | won't know that," Dave answered, sneering. "The little Danish fucker surely does his very best to 
deliver a good show, sweating off his brain while doing so, but YOU better try to talk him into throwing away 


half of his drum set - he barely could reach the outer sides. It's ridiculous." 


"Well," James nervously cleared his throat. "Lars ultimately insists that he needs every single part of his 
fucking drums, and he likes to bang around on them ... Would YOU have a word about such nonsense with him?" 


"Uuuhhh, no," Dave croaked and lifted his hands. "Never. l'm not as crazy as everybody seems to think I'd be .. 


And could we get to the hospital now? Please. | can't wait to see David" 


James, Jason and Stanley checked him to make sure that he looked and smelled good enough to prevent poor 


David from getting the shock of his life. Dave brushed his hair over and over again. He was so nervous. 


Inside the limousine he moaned and sighed and bit his lower lip. 


"Do you really think he wants to see me?" he asked. He was near panicking. "Maybe he'll hate me because | did 


this to him." 


"You're such a stupid, Dave," Jason calmly said. "Why should he hate you? What a fucking weird idea. You 


haven't done anything to him. He craves to see you." 
"But how do you know ..” 


"David exactly knows that Nick Menza has done this to him," James said. "He doesn't remember everything 
what has happened but he knows that Menza has managed to get him very sleepily and that the guy has 
injected the drug into the vein at his left lower arm .. He has been too paralyzed to do anything against this. 
He remembers that he tried to yell for help but hadn't enough strength to do so and to stop Menza ... That's 
all. He must have lost consciousness immediately after the drug-injection, so he doesn't remember anything 
about the reanimation Jason and | performed on him. Fortunately, | have to admit. It was awful enough. But 
he's sure about Menza, and he gave us his name after he'd regained consciousness again. This got the police all 
over the world to start the search for him .. Every airport and every train station is informed. He's a mass 


murderer. Not youl And David knows this.” 
"Okay, okay." Dave ran his fingers through his long red mane. "But l'm so nervous." 
"Understandable," Jason said. "But it isn't necessary, believe us." 


Dave just sighed. 


Three of the hired bodyguards were with them, and they made sure that the musicians got inside the hospital 
without problems. Two other bodyguards were positioned in front of the sliding doors to the intensive care 


unit. 


In the interim James had developed a profound aversion against intensive care units. At first half-dead Lars 


had to get transported into an intensive care unit, and then Nikki Sixx and Stanley, and now David Ellefson. 


As ordered the musicians changed their clothes and put on the sterilized loose green pants and shirts, and also 


the plastic shoes. Then they got permission to enter the intensive care unit. 


Dave nervously bit his nails while James and Jason led him to David's room. James patted Dave's shoulder to 


calm him down. 


"Relax," he said in a low tone. "Everything is okay." 


Dave didn't believe a word. 


But he believed everything as the glass door to David's room slid open and he saw David inside the intensive 


care bed. 

David had seen them coming near his room, and he wanted to jump off his bed immediately if he'd been able 
to do so. But the infusion tubes in the veins of his right arm and the right side of his neck and the electrodes 
of the electrocardiography monitor didn’t allow such a manoeuvre. 

He just lifted his arms, hands open and his fingers spread. He smiled but his eyes were full of tears. 

"Dave," he whispered. "Oh, my Davie ...| longed for you so much ... Oh, baby! Come to me." 

Dave gave a sob and was at the bed in the blink of an eye. David's arms were around his neck, also in no time, 
holding Dave closely while he ran his fingers through the long red mane. Dave carefully took David into his 
arms - he didn't want to hurt him - then he kissed David's face over and over again while tears ran down his 
cheeks. 

"David, baby," he whispered. "I love you so much ... | love you so much, baby." 

"I love you too, Davie," David whispered back. "I can't tell you how much .." 


Dave stopped him by locking his lips with David's. 


And then they didn't think about anything else than kissing, 
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Chapter 30 


Jason and James looked at Dave and David who didn't stop kissing while Dave now nearly had entered David's 
bed to get closer to his lover. 


"Let's give these two lovebirds some privacy, James," Jason whispered and tugged at James’ shirt. 
"Okay," James whispered back. "We could need some privacy, too, babe." 


He squeezed Jason's ass and gave him a certain look from under half dropped lids. Jason quickly bit his lower 


lip to prevent himself from grinning. 


"Get your hand off me, fucker! Not HERE!" He showed James the finger. "You're an animal, and you fucking 
know that." 


"Exactly." 
James grinned and grabbed Jason's hand to pull it at his crotch. Jason gave a low moan as he felt James’ 
erect cock. He gave it an extra hard squeeze, making James gasp in lust. But then he slapped James’ ass and 


pushed him out of the intensive care room. 


After the glass door had slid close behind them, James moaned and seducingly looked at Jason with hungry 


eyes. 
"You can't do this to me," he groaned, complaining. "I wanna fuck you. Now. Immediately." 


"Yeah, sure." Jason rolled his eyes. "We'll have some fun right here on the floor, and the intensive care unit's 


personnel AND the bodyguards will see and hear live porn for free." 


"Sounds fucking good," James moaned, batting his eyelashes at Jason "It might be the beginning of a second 
career, unbelievably successful, of course .. Let's call it ‘James H. and Jason N. fucking all over the world’... 


Well, maybe we'll need stunt doubles for the risky scenes, for example by fucking while free climbing on a 


fucking skyscraper in Dubai .. Naked, of course .." 


"You're perverted," Jason giggled. "Shut up, now! We can discuss about things like those later, inside our 


bedroom of our suite. There you might try some free climbing on me. Naked." 


"Deal," James said, grinning widely. 


The next morning both of them felt like having done a marathon, Jason slightly limped as he and James left 
their bedroom and entered the living room of the suite. They both had showered - not without doing nasty 
things while showering - and had managed to slip on bathrobes. 

Jason groaned in pain and massaged his left thigh. 

‘lm fucking sure that you have damaged my quadriceps muscle, you idiot," he complained. "And it feels like a 
PERMANENT damage. Half of the muscle fibres must be ripped apart. How should | play with just a half 
muscle?" 

"Quit whining, baby," James grinned and grabbed at the phone to order breakfast from room service. 


"Those fucking free climbing techniques of yours are pretty rude," Jason groaned. 


| promise to work on them ... Room service? Yeah! This is James Hetfield .. Yeah, that's right .. | wanna order 


something nice - and MUCH - for breakfast for four persons." 

Jason groaned once more and fell down on the large couch while James talked to room service. 

This very moment Stanley entered the living room, too. He looked bad and still very tired His blond hair was 
ruffled and he wasn't shaved yet. He just wore pyjama pants. Being barefoot he noisily dragged his feet over 
the carpeted floor and then fell down on the couch beside Jason, sighing dramatically. 

Jason pitifully looked him up and down 


"What happened?" he asked. "Too many groupies? You should cut down that bad habit" 


"Haha, too many groupies! How funny," Stanley groaned and ran his fingers through his hair. "One Megadeth 
guitarist is enough to ruin my night .. The fucker wasn't able to tell me from Ellefson and tried to attack me 
all night long, not to mention his constant moaning ‘David, oh David’. He really is a slut. | guess | haven't slept 


just one second." 


"I'm so sorry," Jason said with a false smile. "You must have suffered a lot." 

Stanley gave him a tired look. 

‘Metallica won't have enough money to pay me up for all my suffering.’ 

‘Oh, please don't sue us." Jason giggled. "We could pay up for all your popcorn for the rest of your life." 
‘lm no longer interested in popcorn .. | have decided to hate the shit," Stanley groaned. 


As a guy from room service brought in their breakfast, Dave entered the living room, too. He had showered 


and wore a white bathrobe and was busy to dry up his long red mane with a towel. 


"What a nice day, ain't it? Really beautiful" He happily smiled at every one of his friends. "Oh, is this our 


breakfast? l'm starving." 
"Yeah, | can understand that," Stanley murmured. “And | really can't eat just a bite, I'm totally exhausted" 


Nevertheless, he sat down at the table with the other guys and got loaded up his dish with a lot of bacon and 


scrambled eggs. Jason poured him some coffee then patted Stanley's shoulder. 
"You will need it," he meant. "Milk? Sugar?" 


"Asshole," Stanley murmured around a mouthful of bacon. 


The guys nearly had finished their breakfast when Chief Inspector Doyle arrived The bodyguards had checked 
him and got him inside the suite. 


Doyle looked excited. He took a seat at the table and James poured him some coffee 
"Thank you, sir," Doyle said. Then he smiled all over his face. "We got him" 

The guys stared at him wide-eyed and blankly 

"You got him?" James slowly asked 


"Yes. We got Nick Menza," Doyle confirmed. "He tried to get onto a ferry from Gibraltar to Marokko .. We don't 


know how he managed it, but he drove to Gibraltar in a rented car as he had got it that he is number one on 
Interpol's searching list, and that he is called an ‘extremely dangerous estimated mass murderer’ ... He has 
dyed his hair and wore a false moustache, but he acted too nervous, and so the guys who checked the 


passports had a closer look at him. He couldn't stand it and broke down ... Of course, the guards immediately 


busted him." 


"Oh wow," Dave whispered. He looked shocked and relieved at the same time. "You got the fucker who tried to 


kill David .. My David" 


"That's right. And as it looks like Menza has worked alone because he didn't trust anyone else any longer. The 
barkeeper of Mr. Mustaine's club doesn't count ... He just did what he has been ordered to do because he 
urgently needed the money .. A cousin of Mr. Menza owns a chemical laboratory and Menza has managed to 
steal the toxic substances out of the laboratory over the years in small quantities to mix it up with his drugs. 
We already have checked this, and the personnel of the laboratory never has got it that their highly toxic 
chemical stuff got fewer and fewer, and they are deeply shocked now .. Menza himself seems to have an 
extended knowledge of chemistry and poisons. We've found numerous books and articles about it inside his 


apartments in London and Los Angeles." 
Dave rubbed his face with both hands and sighed then looked up again, glancing at Doyle. 


"I knew that Menza must be completely out of his mind," he said. "This is awful. He has killed so much people, 
and David, Lars and Nikki nearly died, too." 
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Chapter 3l 


wAre you fucking CRAZY?" 


Lars wide-eyed stared at the papers in his hand. There were a lot more papers all over the blanket of his bed, 
also on his bedside table, along with an over-dimensioned pocket calculator, multiple pens in red, black, green 
and blue, also erasers and rulers in different colours and lengths, not to forget the numerous newspapers. 


They partly had fallen to the hospital room's floor. 


Lars sat inside his bed, a large base-cap on his head to hide his nearly hairless scalp. The toxic thallium inside 
the cocaine he had sniffed had done this, also the outer parts of his eyebrows were gone, and his eyelashes. 
He still looked sick but had been allowed to leave the intensive care unit and to get a normal hospital room. His 


cheeks looked pretty hollow and he had lost a lot of weight. 


"You have paid up the fucker with such a shitload of fucking money, it's obscene, and | think | wanna faint on 
the spot!" he now dramatically moaned, still staring at the numbers on the note-paper in his hand. "I can't 
believe this. How should | explain this to all the suits in our bank? They all will think that we've gonna get mad 
and wanna throw Metallica's hard-earnt money out of the window. | really don't know how to explain such an 


extravagancy to them." 


James sighed and rolled his eyes. He was used to Danish laments like this. Jason just looked stoically, his arms 
crossed in front of his chest. 


‘Oh, come on, Larsie, don't yell around like this," Kirk now quickly threw in to calm Lars down, patting Lars’ 


tensed up back. "You'll get too nervous and it isn't good for your blood-pressure." 
"Fuck! I'm not nervous and my blood-pressure is fucking normal .." Lars barked, his face red from anger. 
"Well, still," Kirk gave back. "But if you don't stop yelling ..” 


"| don't yell. Never have." Lars shot Kirk a sharp look out of green eyes. "I'm not the type for yelling around 
because | have MANNERS." 


He sniffed several times. His eyes nearly popped out of his face. 


"But 500000 Dollars! FIVE-HUNDRED- THOUSAND DOLLARS! Tell me that this is a joke! Five-hundred-thousand! 
| don't believe it! I'm near fainting, and THAT ain't good for my blood-pressure, | swear. Five-hundred-thousand 


for a guy -what's his name? - who barely can hold a guitar ..." 


"His name is Stanley .. Stanley Nesvarba," James unimpressed said. "AND besides the cash we allowed him to 
keep all the nice women's underwear - mostly from pretty delicate black and red lace - and all the stuffed 


plush animals the fans have thrown at him." 
"WHAT?" 
Lars stared at James as if his friend would have morphed into a stupid snail all of a sudden. 


"Yeah. What should WE do with so much women's underwear from delicate lace .. | won't get up one of those 


rice hipsters or strings to my calves before ripping it apart, really.” 

"Well," Kirk threw in, lifting his forefinger. "You should have kept some. Lars LOVES to see me in black lace." 
"SHUT UPI" Lars yelled at him. "That's not of interest, idiot 

He stared at the papers with all the numbers on them. 


"| can't believe it," he weakly murmured. "You paid Tommy Lee two-hundred-and-fifty-thousand dollars, too. 
For just ONE show! | really don't get it, why. The guy is annoying. | fucking guess that he never has seen so 
much money on his fucking bank account - if he already HAS a bank account, of course .. Who should be so 
stupid to give Tommy Lee a bank account? He would get ruined the whole bank in the blink of an eye .. And 
have you seen the costs of the security service you have rented in Paris? It's unbelievable. UN-BE-LIE-VA- 


BLE! The guys have done nothing of worth except uselessly hanging around. There was no need to hire them." 


"They did a good job .. And Tommy also was worth the money," Jason said. "He played extremely well. And 
Stanley is an outstanding and perfect lead guitarist, if | may say so. He has rescued Metallica from needing to 


cancel two shows. And cancelling two stadium shows would have cost us a real shitload of money." 


As his friends had known perfectly well, Lars calmed down within minutes. They knew that they just had to 


stay unimpressed until the Dane had fired up all his missiles. It was always the same. 


Lars finally dropped the papers in his hands onto the blanket and leaned back into the soft cushions in his back, 
sighing deeply. He had closed his eyes then gave another sigh. 


"Well, it could have been worse," he murmured. "And | have to admit that all this has been my fault. | started 
the shit." 


‘Oh Larsie, baby, please don't even think about nonsense like this," Kirk at once protested. He quickly bent to 
kiss Lars’ cheek 


| won't say that it's nonsense," James sourly remarked. "If you both idiots won't move your asses inside ten 
clubs minimum per night, doing drugs and booze, we never would have had all these problems .. Not to mention 
the costs for rescuing Lars by letting him lay around in an intensive care unit just because he has sniffed up 


poisoned cocaine." 

Lars hung his head, deeply ashamed. 

"| know," he whispered "I'm so sorry, and | promise | won't do it again." 

"I hope so." James rubbed his forehead. He still felt tired. "We nearly lost you." 

‘lm so sorry, James, I'm out of words to tell you how much .. And I'm the luckiest man in the world because 
you and Jason got me back to life by reanimating me .. I've done so much shit. | never should have accepted 
the poisoned cocaine as Keith Richards urged me take it. He .. he told me it would be of excellent quality, and | 


fool believed the shit ..." 


"Well, Keith Richards paid up for his stupidity with his life," James dryly said. "And half of Stanley's band, too .. 
Nikki still looks like a ghost but Tommy is so happy that Nikki has survived." 


"Yeah," Lars quietly murmured. Then he lifted his head, looking at his friends. "But it would be nice if he'd 
stayed inside Nikki's room instead of annoying me every five minuters by coming in with his fucking drumsticks 
to show me another of his fucking ridiculous drum tricks .. As if I'd need lessons in drumming. The fucker has 


NO manners." 


James opened up his mouth but Jason quickly elbowed him. James immediately got it and just gave an 


incoherent croak. 


"So, David also is better?" Lars asked after a while. 


"That's right," James said. "Jase and | had to reanimate him too because he looked pretty dead, the syringe's 
needle still in his arm's vein. It was awful .. Dave nearly went mad as he saw David laying like this on the 
absolutely dirty and bloody floor of this restroom, and especially as the cops busted him all of a sudden 
because he was suspected to be the mass murderer. He had no chance to get information about David's state 
while he has been in jail .. You just should have seen him. He wasn't even more than the shadow of the shadow 


of Dave Mustaine. | never saw him so depressed" 


"I can imagine that," Lars said. He looked very uncomfortable. "I'd be happy if we could blame everything on him 
but that won't be fair. As it looks like he did his best to stop the murderers - without knowing that he dealt 
with murderers as he has found the drug packages inside the club's safe. No wonder that he took out the 
packages to have a closer look at them .. And as you've said he immediately got it that the fucking chief 
barkeep tried to sell the shit to David, too. | would have fired the guy on the spot, too. How should he have 
known that the whole action would backfire at him because Menza got information about it just some minutes 


later, and then decided to kill Dave's pet in revenge." 

He rubbed his tired face. Kirk stroked his arm and hand. He looked tired, too, because he never had left the 
hospital since Lars had been brought to the intensive care unit. He always had slept inside a smaller bed beside 
Lars’. 

"What's going on with Menza now?" Lars finally asked. 

"He still is in jail in Paris," Jason said. "But there are requests to deliver him to England because he mostly has 
done his cruel work while staying in London, but also the State of California insists in getting him because he's 
American and his main residence is Los Angeles." 

There was silence for a long while. 

"This means the death penalty," Lars quietly said. 


"As it looks like, yes," James answered. 


His clear blue eyes looked cold like ice and his face was an emotionless mask. 


